POEMS AND EPISTLES, 


+ - 


_ „ MOSTLY IN | | 
| THE SCOTTISH DIALECT. 
EBENEZER PICKEN.. 


Smit with the charms of Fame, whoſe lovely ſpoil, 
The awreath, the garland, fir'd the Poets pride, 

I trimm d my lamp, 'd the midnight oil 
% a 


. 


PAISLE 


* 


PRINTED BY JOHN NEILSON, FOR THE AUTHOR. 
e Mu. Dc. LXxVIIt . 55 ED 


* 


r 0 
MR. WILLIAM INGRAM. 


SIR, „ 
YOUR Ap PE the Muſe of of | your native coun- 
5 and a ſenſe of the obligations I am under to you, em- 
belden me to put into your hands the following Miſcellany. 


J. 5 
THE fueets that bloom an Cartha's * fide, 
Dye Zephyres whiſtlan owre her frream ; 
An whar the Glotta's 4 limpid tide © 
| Pays back the Sin his: nas beam : 
II. 
The rural landfliip on the plain, | 
 Whar gaudy-mant!'d Flora deoells ; 15 
How Simmer leads ber «wanton train 
To deck the hillocs, an the dells; © 
Whilk to my Dearie aft I ſang ; 
As daun the banks & Clyde we ftray'd ; 
Or, wild-meand"ring, mov'd alang, 
. WWhar beeches wove a kindly ſhade: 


 ® The River 3 that runs through PArSLEF+ 
f Curve. 


E 3. 
| IV. 
The wooer, an his guilel iſi tale, 
The coy-confenting, bluſhing Maid, 
An' hw the flow'rets o the due 
But bud to bloom, an bloom to fade. 
. JV. 1 
The daiſied meadows, braid an' wide, 
Whar aten barefit Beauties rove ; 
Whar Swains their ooy lambkins guide, 
An Jing the firains of honeſt love : 
= 
Theſe are the lays my THñxLIA fings, 
In rural numbers, hamely feet ; 
An' fic an artleſs Poet brings 
To lay them humbly at yer feet. 
Lang may ] hae the luck to hear 
My Sangs employ a leifure while ; 
An', if they pleaſe my In6xam's ear, 
Dey amply pay the Bardie's toil. 


SIR, Ian 


* 


Wur moſt obliged, humble Serben, 
PAISLEY, ' 55 

_ tgth Avg. 1788. 5 5 . 
1 EBENEZER PICKEN, Yun. 
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F an inclination to pleaſe gives an author a title 
to be heard, I may, with the greateſt confi- 
dence, lay claim to the attention of the public: 
but if I ſhall unfortunately have failed in the at- 
tempt, that ſelf-importance, that is often the cha- 
_ raQteriſtic of a young author, will, I hope, excuſe. 
my preſumption. It was the deſire of reputation 
that ever incited the Poets to enliſt themſelves in 
the ſervice of the Muſe; and, I believe, had not 
Fame been the conſequence of their toil, few of 
theſe aerial geniuſes ſhould have ever ſeen the top of 
their Parnaſſus. pe 


It would be in vain for me to endeavour to con- 
vince the Public, that I was not influenced by the 
ſame motives in publiſhing the following Miſcel- 
lang.. . 


When I firſt began to compoſe, I had not even 
the moſt diſtant thought of publication. I only 
amuſed myſelf, at certain intervals, with Poctry 
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when 4 ſubject had appeared of 10 mich f impor = 
tance : as to engage my carly fancy. = 


lever was one of thoſe fradlious and profound 
geniuſes, whoſe moments of relaxation are employ- | 
ed in reſearch and inveſtigation, and whoſe com- 
poſitions evidence a depth of thought, and 228 a 
88 8 Rn * mature 3 8 | , 


My diſpoſition always le me out to be gar : 
lightſome, and it was ſeldom that I could allow 
myſelf to fall into a long train of thinking: Thus 
moſt of my Poems are e only little pieces of ny 
and humour. 


From my very early years, I inclined for that 
kind of poetry which exhibits the diale& of my Na- 
tive country: And my moſt ſanguine expectations 
would be gratified, if my juvenile performance 
might contribute in the leaſt to advance the re- 
putation of the Scottiſh Muſe: - 


Some of my old-faſhioned countrymen may ob- 
je& againſt my character as a Scots Poet, that 1 
do not adhere ſtrictly to that diale&; or, that I | 

| have, as they term it, Scots an Engliſh mixt 
« tyro ither.” 1 Y 
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To theſe I would anſwer, that I do not pretend: 


to write in the flile of a Gavin Douglas, to deſcribe 
cccurrences in a /ingo equally unintelligible to ſome 
of our modern Scotſmen, as the e or 


Low Dutch. 


W. of this 8 vols 3 fult the ec 
centric taſte of an Antiquarian Society; and, I be. 
lieve, it would coſt an Engliſhman as much trouble 
to tranflate them, as an Oxford e to read 
Gil Blas i in the TE 


There are even very few antiquated terms made 
uſe of by Allan Ramſay, who is acknowledged: as 2 
' Scots Poet of the firſt rank; and where they 


occur, they are eaſily got. over by the help of a 


very ſmall Gloſlary. It is the diale@ as it is ſpoken 


at preſent by the commonalty in Scotland, that I 


mean to copy; and not as it exiſted two or three 
hundred years ago:—Since which time, I believe, 
our taſte is equally degenerate with our manner of 


communication. What anciently conſtituted a 
material difference between the Scots and Englith, 
was the Orthography. Words which were nearly 
pronounced the ſame way, and which had exactly 


the ſame fignification, were ſpelt vaſtly different in 


the two dialects. Theſe, as their pronunciation grew 
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ſimilar, their Orthography inſenſibly conformed, 
till at laſt the diſtinction totally diſappeared. 


Another difference, at this day, betwixt the two dia- 
lects, is the contractions: The change of a vowel, or 
the eliſion of a conſonant, forms, very often, the 
only oppoſition betwixt two words that repreſent 

the ſame idea. : 1 


Tatsx, however, will be but little trouble to any | 
reader, as they bear an obvious analogy to the 


Vr there are, in the preſent ſtate of the 
| Scottiſh dialect, a variety of terms which have not 
even the moſt diſtant relation to the Engliſh; ſeve- 
ral of which, cannot be tranſlated by any ſingle 
term, in that diale&, exactly correſponding to. 
them. 5 | 


Fox the benefit of thoſe of my countrymen, who 
have not had an opportunity of being acquainted 
with their Vernaculum, as well as for Engliſh readers, 
1 have made it my particular ſtudy, this ſome time, 
to collect a ſufficient number of Scots words, to 
form a copious Gloſſary, which is intended to be 
more extenſively uſeful, than ſimply to explain the | 
dificult terms in the 1 1 Walen. 5 


PREFACE. . ix 


In this ſituation, I flatter myſelf, that the Miſcel- 
lany will be able to recommend itſelf to all the lov- 
ers of Scots Poetry;—at leaſt, it is. my ſincereſt 

Hoping, therefore, with ſubmiſſion, that my 
warmeſt friends will be thoſe ingenuous critics, 
whoſe well · directed obſervations, tend no more to 
diſcover faults, than to give merit the 1 which 

it deſerves, 


Iam, &c, 


THE AUTHOR. 
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POEMS AND EPISTLES. | 


NEW-YEAR'S-DAY. 


tempus fugit— 

et poſt annum annus revoluit. 
« Soft ſpeed the wings of fleeting Time, while year 
rollt after year.” ; 


\ TOW Phabus' gowden beams withdrawn, 
4 Y Brings hoary Winter owre the lawn; 
While, drivan cauld, in awfu* form, 

Bauld Boreas aids the direfu' ſtorm. 

Nae langer blooms the flowery thorn, 

Whaſe fragrant ſweets perfum'd the morn ; 
Nor chearfu' ſwains inceſlant rove, | 

To view the beauties o? the grove. 

The herd, poor thing, through chilling air, 
Tends, in the meads, his fleecy care: 

Owre frozen haughs, an' wreaths o' fleet, 
Row'd in a coarſe woo'n moorlan' ſhneet. 

A 
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Up to . hilloc tap or brae, 


He bends his way, baith cauld and blae; 
To ſee gif owre the neighb' ring dale 
The ſervanꝰ brings his morning-meal- + - 


Sic aſpect does Dame Nature wear, 


Whan iſſuan in the new- born year. 


Now, lang before the cock has crawn, 


Or eaſtern ſtreaks proclaim'd the dawn, | 


Bra” canty chiels are a' a-ſteer, 


 Toglhd their auls wi Nurday cheer. 


8 s haun bears up a reaman pail, 
New frae the fire, o* nappy ale; 
While ane augments the gladſome fees, 
Wi' Se o* curran-buns an” cheeſe . 


Fell kebbucks, three year auld, an' mitey, 
Wi' horns o' hilan' ackavity 5 | 
Drive thro? the ſtreets, wi' unca ſtear, 
To bid ſome chiel A gude new year. 


+ Though this cuſtom, with the more refined, is accounted- 
too ruſtic and low-life'd, to be worthy of their imitation ; yet, 
with the ſocial commonalty, I ſhall never hefitate to pronounce it 
a molt innocent and friendly manner of teſtifying their affection 
to their neighbours, and their joy at the agreeable return of a 


New-yYEaR's DAY, 


＋ Corruption for Aguavitæ. 


| POEMS AND EPISTLES, 
Some fowk are gettan curious fun, 
At gnawin' blauds o' curran-bun z 
| While ithers lend an unca haun 
At ſwackin' owre the liquid braun. 


The wight aphrefrd wi toil and care, 


Minds poortith now an' debt nae mair; 
But ſweetly bends the friendly bicquor, 
To drown dull care by dint o liquor, 


Perhaps alang the ice, wi' grane, 
The gameſter rows his curlin'- ſtane; 

Or youth, on boundin' ſkates appear, 
To hail wi Joy the infant year, 


But, lo! by weſtern hills the ſun, 
| Obſcur'd, puts period to their fun; 
While, haſt'ning frae the ſcene o' play, 
They crown wi” jovial bowls the day. 


Cou'd proud Pygmalion's + various board, 


More ſocial joys than this afford ; 
Or Sardian Gyges' ſumptuous fare 
E'er drown, like Nurday. ale, dull care. 


25 


+ Pr, the ſon of Belus, king of Tyre, and brother 
of Dido, who ſlew Sich#us for his money. 
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Hail, friendly neighbours, chearfu? thrang, 
To you true genuine joys belang ; 
Wi' ſprightly wit, an' mirth refin'd, 


Jo chear an' elevate the mind. 


Lang quaff the jovial glaſs, to drown 
The cares an? hardſhips o' the town ; 
An', till the ſtreaks o' morn appear, 

Wi' gladneſs hail the op'ning year. 


ler go 


JAMIE AND WILLIE. 
PASTORAL EULOGY ON MR. ad A* 


AT HIS DEPARTURE FROM PAISLEY. 


Illum etiam Lauri etiam flevere Myricæ. Virg. 
6 Him even the Laurels and the Tamariſks lamente | d. 


A E morning whan, wi? bonny ſmile, © 
1 A The ſun ſhot down his cheary ray, 
An' meads, wi' a' that cou'd beguile, 

Set out the beauties o the day. 
Whan, frae the ſprigs, the ſylvan quire 
War liltan up their early ſpring ; 
An' ſoundan echo, far an' near, 
Gart ilka glen and hilloc ring. : | 
Whan on the riſan verdure oo 
The glitt'ran dew, in ſiller-bells; 
An' Nature ſmil't the lawns alang, 
Wbhare rural bleſt Contentment dwells. 
Far owre the braes the Northart cauld, 
To diſtant climes had ta'en its way; 
Nae mair the ſnaws co'ert owre the fauld, 
Nor fogs rowt up the face o' day. 


— 
2 ——— — 48 
— — 
2 . — 


"gp" 
— 


— 


— — —— 
3 eee 
— 


— 


— aan 
— . —— en 
—— 


18 POEMS AND EPISTLEs. 


Whan lambs, alang the flowery dell, 
In ſportive capers ſweetly ſtrave; 
Or rounꝰ their guardian maſter's cell, 
Gaed nibblan in a ſocial drave. 
Wban ruſtic Beauty o' the dale, 
Wi bareſit, lily-white an' clean, 
Bore on her head the milking-pail, 
Gaun ſaftly trippan owre the green; 
Twa ſocial neighbour ſwains, that bonny day, 
Had met by chance upo' the flowery plain, 
Whan chearfu W1LLIE, canty aye an' gay, 
To ſadder Jamiz thus my the firain, 


WILLI E. | 
O why is the ſhepherd ſae fad ? 
For what does my Jawaz think lang? 
Come chear up your ſpirits, my lad, 
An' tune up your WILL IE a ſang. 
Whan Simmer and CERIVs + appear, 
What cauſe has my frien” to complain? 
Whan FLORA f, the joy o' the year, 
| | Sac ſweetly begladdens the plain. 
; Juſt look to the flocks on the lee, 
4 How ſweetly contentet they ſtray; 
What pleaſure and joy wad it gie, 
War ye but as cheary as they? 


+ Cxxs, the Goddeſs of Corn; often uſed ee to ex · 


| preſs Corn itſelf, or Plenty. 
| i Fron, the Goddeſs of Flowers. 
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| How focially croudet they feed, 
An' ne' er diſcontentedly ſtrive 
Hut furely ye haud up your head, 
An' a me a lilt 88 belive. 


JA NI E. 5 
88 lad, thou ca'd me canty, cheary ſwain; 

But thou needs never ca” me that again; 
Nae mair, nae mair my aiten pipe 'llblaw, 
While rifan echo-whiſpers't far awa ; 
Ne'er ſal the herdies, in a chearfu* thrang, 
E'er harken to the word's o' Wii's fang. 
Aft, whan 1 ſang o Px jet · black cen, 
Or play d the charms o' my nain bonny JEAN, 
In joyfu* raptures, ilka peaſant chiel 
Admir'd the tune, and ſaid I play'd it weel; 
Amang the ſhepherds a' I bore the bell, 
An' play'd the neiſt to Ronin, Ronin owns't himſelꝰ. 
Nae mair, tho' WII LIE foud lilt up a ſpring, 
Will ever Jaulx deign to dance or ſing. 
Ik ſpottive nymph an” ſwain, wi' mirth an' glee, 
Link'd arm in arm, may wanton owre the lee; 
Nae mair will Jaws join the youthfu' bar”, 
In wonted fallies, owre the dewy lawn : 
In ſaut, ſaut tears, Fll ever, ever mane 
he gude, the honeſt, cheary Rovix's gane. 
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Nae mair, beneath yon gracefu' ſpreadan tree, 


Come trippan owre the green, to hear him play. 


But to the meads, an' to the ſwains o' Ax R. 
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W 1 L L I E. "EN 
Gane Is he dead ?—O Sirs, gin that be 5 

Sure ilka herd will e' en be filPd wi' wae? 

The chearieſt ſwain that e' er the meadows ſaw - 

Alakanee —s Ronix * awa'” ? = 0 


| 1 AMIE. | a 
He is na dead, my friend, but left thir , 
An' a' his friends, for ither meads an' ſwains, 
He's left our kirſtal burns and tinklan rills, 
An' herds, whilk ance he tentet owre the hills. 
O fad the loſs, and mournfu' is the change! 
Nae mair, wi him, owre dewy helds we'll range ; 


* 


He'll ſing his loves to WiLLIE an' to me. | 
Aft did the nymphs—an' bonny nymphs war they! 


Now wordy Ronix tunes his pipe nae mair, 


WILLI E. | 
Can CoiLa's claim, though water't by the ſea, 


Shaw brawer fields, or bonnier meads than we? 


Can a' the fields, an' a' the meads o' Ars, 


Shaw kinder ſwains, or brag o' nymphs as fair? 


Do flowers mair plenty Co1La's groves adorn, 
Or ſangſters ſweeter wake the riſan morn ? 


EPISTLES? at 


Do Coll as groves, or Co11:a's verdant bowers, 
Shaw ſweeter to my Ronin's ee than ours? 
Or are their flocks, o' whilk they are fac vain, 

Their ooy flocks, mair thrivan than our nain? 
Ye ſhepherd ſwains, around fair GLoTTA's “ fide, 
Or whar the CAR THA + rows her filler tide, 
Wauk penſive out, at morn or een alane, 
An' mourn your cheery en your Ronix gane, 


1A M IE. 
I ſw his herd yeſtreen gawn owre the brace; 
Wi heatt-felt grief I heard their mournfu” bae; 
Nane was to chear them w a hearty ſang, 
An nane to guide them whar the braird was lang; 
I aw them, tentleſs, wauner owre the height, 
And griev'd to think upo the coman night. . 
Their ance Ioo0'd maſter, -O my WILLIE dear! 
Forgie, forgie this ſudden ſtartan tear; 
Their ance loo'd maſter, won by CotLAa's Plains, | 
Forgets, I fear, his former nei ighbour ſwains, 
O WILLIEI IIka day wi' ills is rite, | 
What unca changes in the round o' life! 
Ane may be hale an” weel in health the day, 
An' diſna ken the morn gin he'll be ſae. 
Ane may wi' twa-three ſocial friens convene, 
To crack a while, an' ſpen' a ſunleſs een, 
| B | 
5 Clyde. 5 
; The river Cart, that runs through Pad 
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An' diſna ken, but, or an owk or wa,. | 


He'll part wi' ane, an” ablins loſe them a“. 


The like "NP to WII LIE an' to me. a 
What herd fac harden't, but maun ſorrow "I 
To part we fic an* unca kindly chiel. | 
Our lambs, our kids, our meads, our nymphs an' a 
Are left to mourn their ROBIN gane awa. IQ 


WILLIE. | 
He's juſt prefer d, my Jams, greet nae mair; 
He's juſt prefer*d the banks an' braes o Ayr. 
Their ſpreadan lawns, their bonny flowery lees, 
Hae had the power my Rozin's een to pleaſe. 
We maun pit up wi't, lad, an' ſin' we maun, 
We'll bear the trouble juſt as weel's we can. 
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E fwains, who to fate are reſign d, 
Who ſtrangers to paſſion can live; ; 
Who enjoy all the pleaſure refin'd, To 
'Which rural contentment can give. | 
Still hail the delights of the Spring, 
And warble your muſic alone: : 
No more I will wantonly ſing, 
Since Nee my fair one is gone. 
3 II. 3 
7 uk, that friſk o'er the plain o - 3 3 
Ve flocks, that contentedly ſtray; 2 SY . 
Forgive, that your Shepherd's in pain, - | : 5 1 
For CHLoE was lovely and. gay. 
Ye flowerets, ye ſhrubs, and ye trees, 
Aſſiſt me to ſigh and to moan; 33 
O tell the ſoft whiſpering breeze 
Io ſound that my Ch ox is gone. 
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| III. 
Forgive that her loſs I bewaili 3 
For CL ax was charming and free; - | | 
No beauty on hill or in dale, wa; | 
E'er ſmil'd ſo bewitching as ſhe. 
Wing'd Time I faw loitering fly, 
When I hop'd that our loves ſhould be Ty 
But, alas! ſhe has left me to ſigh, | 
And to mourn that my CHR is gone. 
My woes I am ſorry to tell, 
And CHLOE, the cauſe of them all, 
Ne'er knew that I lov'd her ſo well, 
Nor thou ght that 1 lov'd her at all. 
Llov'd her with paſſion ſincere, 
Till all my fond hopes were o rerthrown; 


$a 


Now, ſure ſhe will pardon the tear, | 


When I weep that my Caro! 1s Fee 
IP. 
Ye nymphs, that are charming and young, 
Who once could have chear'd up my mind, 


How oft, in your praiſe, have I ſung, 


When 1 hop'd that my Fair would be kind? 
Now joy ſhall abandon the meads 

Where never ſuch beauties were ſhown; 
And the lilies ſhall hang down their heads, 

Since 8 89 55 my fair one, is . ! 


| 


Nor r ſhall the ſweet notes of my W 


| But Teen and PI weep til le | 
And PIl grieve that Ianguiſh alone, | *; 
| While echoes around ſhall reply, 


That Son, my fair One, 1 is Hoge: 
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PECGIE. we TRE GLANCIP\ TY 


Ep "© * 


A, SONG. 


— 


Wire out ae e morning — * > 


Ken ye wha I chanc't to ſee? 
But my laſſie, gay an friſky, 
Peggie wi' the glancin ee. 


Phebus, left the lap o' Thetis, 
Faſt was lickan up the dew, 
Whan, ayont a riſan hilloc, 
Firſt my Peggie came in view. 


Hark ye, I gaed up to meet her; 


But whane'er my face ſhe ſaw, 
Up her plaidin'-coat ſhe kiltet, 
An', in daffin, ſcowr'd awa'. 


Weel kent I that though my Peggie 
Ran fae faſt out owre the mead, 
She was wantan me to fallow ; 
Yes, ye ſwains, an' fac I did. 


POEMS AND-EPISTLES. 

At yon burnie, I o'ertook her, 

Wbar the ſhinan peebles lie, 
Whar the flowers, that fringe the border, 

n ane N 375 : 
Fiels 3 a coho us, 
Lambkins friſkan a' aroun ; 
There, amang the babs o gowans, 

WY my Peggie I fat doun. 


While, wi' her I fat reclining, _ 
- Frae her lips I ſta' a ki; _ 
While ſhe bluſh'd, I took anither; 
Shepherds, was there ill in this? 


1 i" 


Cou'd a laſs ſae ſweet an' comely, 

Ever bliſs alover's arms? 
Cou'd the bonny wife o' Vulcan, 

Ever boaſt o haff the - charms? 


While the Zephires fan os meadows, 
While the flowrets crown the lee, 

While they paint the gowden Simmer, 
Wha ſae bleſt as her an* me? 


"ol 


. 1 


EXPOSTULATION. 


f gil: $2 We 5 e e, 


A PASTORAL 


"oo 
& * 


Ni noftri miſerere ; 1 me a e Vuirg. 
| 1 F £ 1 £ * 15 | $2 15 N 


„ L X& 
Wo" , Sylvia, thus envy gay Damon's vine, 
His blooming flower-plot, or his balmy trees? 
And will you Damon's bower prefer to mine, 330 
Allur'd by hopes of indolence and caſe? 
What tho? his cattle numerous graze the hills, 
Or o'er the fertile dale his lambkins ſtray; 
Tho' Damon's grove, replete with purling rills, 
Preſent, my fair, a beauteous ſcene to-day: 
' Yet know, the ſpoke of giddy Fortune's wheel, 
| That's up to-day, to-morrow may be down ; 
And Damon's houſhold, may thoſe troubles feel, 
Thoſe wofut troubles that hatraſs the town. 
NW. FTE 
What tho' I range along the tufted grove, 
And watch my flock beneath the noontide air, 
And, when'tis night, bring home the bleeting drove, 
"Tis all my trouble, and tis all my care. 


"as 
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But Damon, fretted with the cares of life, 
| Decaying folds, or ſinking ſtock may view, 
Blame lowring Fate, involy'd in care and ſtrife, 
And wreck his rage on ſervants or on you. | 
Even, ſmiling Fate, ſhould Damon's winſome bower 
Aye reliſh paſtime to amuſe the fair; 
Yet know, my love, that claim of wealth or power 
Is far inferior to a love ſincere, 
Would Sylvia's preſence grace my ruſtic dome 
Where rural bliſs, and ſweet contentment dwell, 
Where kids and lambs o'er dewy meadows roam, 
And map the riſing verdure round my cell; 
Vil - 7 
The fields ſhould then far ſweeter charms difplay, 
The ſhrubs more lovely crown the hill and dale: 
The flowers ſhould breathe more charming to the day, 
: That ſcent with balmy ſweets the evening gale. 
„„ IX. 
The flowery jeſs mine ſhould my groves adorn, 
The mantling ivy, circling, clothe my trees, 
he feather'd ſongſters wake the riſing morn, 
From foliage ruſtling to the fanning breeze. 
But, loſt to glimmerings of once diſtant hope, 
L ſound my hapleſs paſſion to the grove, = 
| C — 
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While Fancy's wings no more my ſpirits prop; 


In hopes to meet a due return to love. 
: * 
| XI. 


Should SyLv1a, grateful to the dying ſwain, 


Shed a kind tear, complacent o'er my urn, 


Without regret I'd leave the flowery plain, 


Where numerous toils evince that © man was 
made to mourn.“ 


„„ 


VVV 


© WHAT HAD MY YOUTH WITH 188122 To po 


LAS, is it ſae, chat nae let maun prove 
The bliſs o' enjoyment, the pleaſure o love? 
Maun fad diſappointment aye torture my mind, 
An' lovely Amynta nae langer be kind? 
__CnorUus 
O what had my youth with ambition to to 7 
Why left I Amynta? why broke I my vow? 
O gie me my ſheep, an* my ſheep-hook reſtore; 
I'll wander frae love an' Amynta no more. 


May I never wauk wi' my laſſie again, 
Attending my flock on the hill or the plain, 
Traverſing the meadows, whar violets blow, 
Or marlein the rill an? the rivulet flow. | 

0 what had my youth, dec. 
Shall rural . ne'er. tempt us to ſtray, 
To paſs the dull hours in the meadows away; 
Nor pleaſure invite us to wauner at e en, 


Whar gowans an daiſies hae varied the green! 5 
O what had my youth, &c. 
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My mind, filly Shepherd, cou'd ne'er be at caſo, 
Till ance far awa' I had tempet the ſeas, 
Expectan that diſtance wad eaſe me o' care, 
An' gar me forget that Amynta was fair, 
2 what had my PR &c. 


In fearch after trifles, in purſuit o' gain, 
My pipe I forſook, an' my flock, an' the plain, 
In houps that the loſs o' the meads an' the grove, 
Wad gar me forget that I &er was in love. 
| O what had my youth, Kc. 
6 
But while we're aſunder, my paſſions return 
In ſorrow an? pain for Amynta I mourn ; | a 4 
Alas, with the thought I inceffantly pine; 
[ hae forfeit the bleſſinꝰ o ca*in? her mine. 
O what had my youth, &. 


O how can I thole to ſuppoſe that a boy, 


Mair happy than me, may Amynta enjoy ! 
While I, at a diſtance, muſt languiſfi alone, 
An' grieve my fad fate, while the fault is my own.” 
nens. 

O what had my youth with ambition to do? 
Why left I Amynta? why broke I my vow ? Fo 
O gic me my ſheep, an* my ſheep-hook reſtore, 
An' PII wavner frac love an' Amynta no more. 
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Tpbet, May 265, 1787. 


1 


Rue tibi, gue tak, reddam pro carmine dona? Virg. 


O, zealous Robin, tout an' fell, 
True champion for the cauſe of hell, 
Thou beats the _—_— doun pell-mell, 
Sae frank and forthy, 
That o' A 3 place whar devils dwell 
There s nane mair worthy. 


Gif thou gang on the gate . gaun, 
IIk fearleſs Fien' fal by thee ſtan*, , 

| That bows SE my high comman', 

+ - -- Sacbena frightet; 

For] fal len- my helpan han' 

To ſee thee rightet. 
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34 POEMS AND EPISTLES, 
Thou dis as weel's cou'd be expecket 
O' ane wha's wit lay lang neglecket, 
An' 185 thy rank ideas decket | 
r 25 8 in hel right wel ö 
| | So us a. 


Sae feart I'm for the goſpel· gun, 
To ſee my friens I canna win, 
| But tell fic chicls, as you, my ſon, 
PII ſee them ſune; ; 


| An' thee an me'ſe hae curious fun, 
s Or a' be dune. 
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The Endor witch, wha liv'd langſyne, 
Was a right honeſt frien' o' mine, 

” An' Haman, wha in tale fal ſhine, 

0 For zealous ſpite: 
1 | But nane o them did fates like thine, 

Wl | | In black an' white. 


a 


A 
NC. St 


| 
0 ; Ane Judas too, right true an' leal, 

| Wha ſer'd wi? perfect heart the deil, 

x An' 9898 his Tt Pm ſure as weel, 

2 As ony breathan, 

11 Ii! ance he . himſeP, poor chiel! 

But that was nacthing. | 
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Few dowan chiels, alive e'enow, | 
Aſſiſt our gang as weel as you; 

Some godly fowk your rhime, I trow, k 1 

Ca' worthleſs bletherz — 1 

Bur be na feat, ye'ſe get your due | 1 

Whan we fotgether. { N | 


This lang while I've ceſolv'd to Fl ye, N is 
Jo ſpen' an hour in daffin” wi' ye, "i | 

A frien's advice I mean to gie ye, | T1 

| For if ye gang 

The blackguard gate that fouk wad hae ye, 

« Yeu aye r rin — 


Auld Hornie, Clootes, ah? me thegithet, - | ö | 
Hae ownt an' ſaid without a ſwither, | 9 
That thou deſerves the name o brither, | I 
| An' e en ſae bet: . 4 

For earth ne'er ſmil't on ” anither 5 [| 
in' Judas die t. 4 


When we tn hell red o'er thy ſang, 5 f 
War rhimes come thun'ran wi' a bang, i 
N I, trowth, I'ſe ſee Rab or lang, 
An' that's be ſeen, 
Gif on me Nick ſhou'd ride the ſtang 
To Aberdeen. 
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As I'ma deil, 
Sae fare thee weel. 


POEMS AND EPISTLES. 
Thou's no kick up till thou's right aul; 


Now, Bob, my lad, chear up thy faul, 
In Goſhen thou ſal tent thy faul; 


An' gin thou's aye as blyth and baul, 
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POE T's FAREWELL 


OLD SHOES. 


AREWEEL, ye wordieſt pair o' ſhoon, | J 
On you I've paddet, late an' ſoon, | | | 
Ober mony an' acre braid o grun . il 
Fe hae me born; 
But now your trampan days are doon; 
Yee auld an' worn. 


Thanks to MFarlan, ſutter leal, 
Your arſe at firſt he ſkelpit weel; 
He bor d you tightly, ſole an' heel, 
To gar you wear; 
| an, ye hae danc't a twaſome reel 
This hauf a year. 


D 
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Through glaury holes an' dybes nae mair 
Yell ward my pettles frae the lair, 
Nor Winkle, jet black, here an' there, 


Wi' white thread hoſe, 


Whan I gang to 4 kintra fair 
| Jo mak' a POS 


Gaun ſauntran hame laſt owk my lane, 
Ye had na gane a mile but ane; 
Afore a ſharp-nos'd hard whun-ſtane 

; Gied you a rive, 


That ye'll no * that road again 
While I'm alive. 


Though ye war o as gude nowt leather, 

As Cer was kent to rax a tether, 

Ar had ſurviy* t the coarſeſt weather, 

Without a flaw, 
Your ſtem zl ſtern juſt ſtack ets 

| An' that was a'. 


Vet, nae reflection on your tail, 
Nor his wha ſet you out to ſale, 
Ye did right weel whan ye were hale, 
- An' deed tis true, 
The beſt o ' things through time maun fail 
As weel as you. 
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Tour maker was aye weel reputet, 
For mony a carle s hoof he clutet, 
Whan wi' his rappiers they war bootet, 
- Frae this to York, 
Through miles o dirt they mucht hae ſtrutet 
As dry S a cork, 


Now to the yird I &'en commend ye, 
Whar I'm right griev't, nae doubt, to fend Yes 
Yet my beſt wiſhes 7 attend ye, 

Wi' gratefu' heart; 
War t in a cobler's power to mend ye 

We ſoud na part, 
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BROWNIE AND BEAR DIE, 
THE TWA RAT S. 


A TALE. 


A bonnie, pleaſant afternoon, 

Whan lav'rocks hail'd the month o' June, 
An' fiel's, wi' ilka thing that's bra', : 
Confpir't to laugh the hour awa', 
 Twa rev'rand Rats, wi little din, 

Came out to beek them i' the ſin, 
Right blyth, though auld, ane took his ſtan?, 
An' to his neighbour thus began: 


BEARDIE. 


Gie me your fit—how's a', my frien' ? 
Keep me! ye're bled about the e'en, 


I doubt ye've had a ſtour laſt night; 


I wils a' things be right an' tight. 


Weel, there yeſtreen I lin't my wame, 


PoEMS AND EPISTLES. 4 
BROWN I. 


Deed, Beardie, ye hae gueſs't the truth, 
An' Tſe reveal by word o' mouth, 
How vent'ran out yeſtreen, right late, 
I maiſt was ſnibbit by the gate. 

Ye ken the kebbuck i' the bole, 
Whar you an' I had made a hole; 
An' had ſuppliet our thievan core 
Wi' twa · three days ſufficient ſtore: 


An', right compos't, was daunran hame 
O' faes I wat I had nae fear, 
Nor dreadit danger hauf ſae near. 

Gawn ſtamm' ran owre amang the plates, 
That aft block up our midnight gates, 
A piece o' toaſtet ham, foul fa't! 

Juſt right afore my e' en I ſaw't, 

It looket weel, an' pleas't my ee, 

I glowr't a while, an wiſs't to pree. 

Sac owre an auld pat. lid I goes, 

An' to the ham I ſets my noſe, | 

| Ne'er doubtan but I wad come ſpeed, 
An' grobble up the bit wi' greed; 
But, dool an' ee! or I was wattan 

They had ſecur't your ſervan' Rattan; 
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I fought an' drew, as weel's I cou'd, | 
An' roar'd an' ſcreigh't, baith lang an? loud, | 
But was na fit to gar yau hear, 
Or alſe ye durſtna come for fear; 

Howbe't, I gied an unca draw, 

An' man't to rive myſel' awa', 

But peel'd, wi' horrid pain, the ſkin 

Frae bout my een, my noſe an' chin. 
Whan I gat clear o't, by my fegs, | 

I made twa pair of cliver legs, 

Till thro? the hole I reek't my neſt, 

An' hid me doun to tak” my reſt; 

But coud na lleep a wink a' night, 


4 
\ I was ſae dung wi' pain an' fright. 
1 B EAR DIE. 
' | | | 
0 
1 | Hech, Brownie! Pm right vext to hear t. 
il 5 Nae wonner ye war gayan fear't ; 
1 VbAs dd cb piece o' news, my boy, 
0 Will kittle up your mind wi' joy. 
\ 
. | : BROWNIE. 


Sac, Beardie, ſay't, my honeſt chic?! 
An' Pie engage to hearken weel. 
It may, gin ye be at the cloſe, 
Gar me forget my bloodie noſe. 


I hac a ſonfy dool of cheeſe, 
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Weel, Brownie, my auld neighbour Rat, 

Ye ken our fae, the big grey Cat, 
That us't to watch us aye ſae keen, 

Wan we gaed out for prey at Cen, 
Frien' Catchum tald me't for a truth, 

As I gaed late by his hole- mouth, 
That owre a branch, ty'd in a ſtring, 
He ſaw, wi' joy, auld Badrans hing. 
Sae we'ſe the hour o night beguile, 
WY? mony a friendly meal this while, 


BROWNIE. 


Fair fa' ye, Beardie! haud my head; 
Wow me the day! that's news indeed. 
Your welcome tale mak's me ſac fain, 
That, trowth, tis like to turn my brain. 
Now, will ye pledge me, gif ye pleaſe, 


An' ſome beef. ſtakes I gat right gude, 
Ance whan I gaed to range for food; 
For joy we'ſe hae a blyth repaſt, 

Gin a' the mice alive ſoud faſt, 

An' let this day aye bear the date, 
That firſt we heard of Badran's fate. 
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44 _ POEMS AND EPISTLES. 
B E AR DIE. 
Ic care na, frien', fin I'm in kee, 
To reſt me in your hole a wee, 
An' hae a ſocial crack or twa, 
As our deſtroyer's now awa'; 
But yet we've hardly room to jeſt, 
Tho? we be rid oꝰ ae great peſt, 
There's ſomething maiſt as ill behin-, 
For inſtance, recollect your chin. 
The Cat, tho? we fell in wr it, 
We had a chance, by ſpeed o' fit, 
Jo hie us quickly frac her pa', 
But hardly ane ſurvives a fa'. 


BROWNIE. 


Ay, ay, that's true, I ha'e been taten, 
But Pſe tak” better care again; 
_ ?Tis ſtrange we're fauſh'd wi' ſiccen ſtrife, 
In ſeekin? meat, the ſtaff o life, 
That men maun ſet the guilefu' fa“, 
To tak” our bits o' lives awa”. 


BEARDIE. 


Dear help ye, Brownie! ſoudna we 
Tak better tent o' what we ſee? 


POEMS AND EPISTLES. ag 
For me, I ne'er gaed near't but twice, 
An' ance was wi' ſome neighbour mice; 
Wi' little din they made a venture, 
But I was dreadan ſome miſhanter, 
An' ſtood a back; an' I was right, 
I trow, my neighbours gat A fright; 


3 
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Ane grip't the bait, the fa' play'd ſheck; 
An' catch't the hero by the neck; 

The reſt made aff, right fair an' clean, | 
An' did na wait to help their frien'. 


Now ſin' the gate o' traps I ſee, 
Foul fa' the trap ſall cloſe on me. 


Nor ſall a trap do me a ſkaith, 
While 1 hae cen an' ſenſes baith, 

An' as 'm wearan yont my prime, 

Tl e'en tak” care o' them in time. 

Now, Beardie, ſin' ye've tald your ſtory, 
We'ſe eat till ance we're like to worry, 
An' whan we've eaten, you an' me, 
We'll be as blyth as Rats can be. 


I;) be moral o' this tale is plain, 

Neꝰ er wiſs to ſeek unlawfu” gain; 
Vain pleaſure's fair deceits deſpiſe, 
As pain attends the path o' vice. 
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POEMS AND EPISTLES, 


| To youthfu' minds, let ſenſe belang, 


To ken the odds o right an' wrang; 


O' Virtue, ne'er poſſeſſion cloys, 
Then let them mak the wiſeſt choice, 

An' ſhun Temptation's gildet bait, 
E'er they repent their faut too late. 


FAVOURITE, CAT. 


TOP, reader, here !—this ſtane will ſhew ye, 
A wordy Cat's entomb'd below ye, 

As a= a brute, Tradition fays, 
As ever hv'd ſin' Adam's days. 
Baith out an' in he did behave; | 
His conduct wiſe, his carriage grave; 
He held the Rats an' Mice in awe; 
For hunders fell aneath his paw; 
But left nae progeny behind 
To keep their father's name in mind. 
For they wha had him i' their guidin', 
Had put him paſt the power o' ridin'. 
He never ſtealt, though he was poor, 
Nor ever pee'd his maſter's floor ; 
But i' the hole aneath the chimly, 
He loot his dribble gae fu' trimly. 
He ſcarce was e' er in crimes detecket, 
But liv'd aye douce an? weel reſpecket, 
Till ance arriv't to hoary age, 
He hir{l*t quaitly aff the ſtage. 


TO A FRIEN D. 


ridentem dicere verum 


Quid vetat? Hor. 


* What hinders to be merry and tell the truth 2” 


OME, canty Muſe, an' be advis't 
To tent the Bardie's prayer, 
Sent frac a heart that's no diſguis't, 
But wonnerfu'” ſincere; | 
My pow wi' droll ideas fill, 
By dint o' inſpiration, 
An' I'ſe, o' uſquebae, a gil! 
Pour out in clear libation RT 
. To you this day. 


O' auld Edina I wad ſing; 
Edina, blyth an' bonny : 

How, for the gear that Simmers bring, 
She's hardly match't by ony. 


POEMS AND EPISTLES ?: a9 
O wad ye learn me but the gate, 
It to the ſaul wad chear me, 
How I cou'd roar't frae Arthur's ſeat *®, - 
An' gar a ' Scotlan' hear e., 
> gue . this day. 


une as the Sin frae Thetis 3 | 
Out owre the knows, is blinkan ; 
An' carles wauken't frae their nap, 
Riſe to their arſe haff winkan; 
Whan ſkirlan weans, by mithers thrawn, 
Are yellochan an' greetan; 
An' lambs, alang the laughan lawn, 
In ſocial crouds are bleetan 
OY Right thrang this day; 


The growlan fiſh wives hoiſe their creels, 
Set a' their banes a gelling ; 5 
While mony droll, outlandiſh ſqueels, 
Inform ye what they're ſellin”. | 
Now, mony a {quad o' yelpan tongues, 
Sae lang practis'd to roarin', 
Can gar a yell, by ſtrength 0? lungs, 
Soun' through ſax lair o' floorin', 
An' mair, that day. 


A very high hill of that name in he ſuburbs of Edinburgh. 
＋ The Sea. 


POEMS AND EPISTLES. 


$ —— 


I dinna think the Sin eber ſees, 

A female gang mair hardy; 
Or haf fac glib at tellin' lies, 

Sae bawdy-tongu'd an bardy: 
Wi' heavy lade ae wife came in, 

An' though ſma” while ſhe tarry'd, 
She fell in twa, wi' little din, 
An' hame the getlin carry d, 

1 DT” my creel, that day. 


The packman chaps now 1 their vate, 
That ſkinkle ay fe” brawly! | 
The clowns, come in to fee the fair, 
Are thinkan on ſome wally. : 
Hegs, man, that's true, quo” Jock, an' ſneers, 
Our Meg has mony clippens, 
I heght to buy a pair o' ſheers, 
Maun riſe the length o' tippence, 
— this day. 


Whan we, wi' Winter s dowleſs days, 
Are chitt' ran ſair wi” caul d, 
An' whan, out owre the Norlan braes, 
Bnell Boreas ſoughs fu' bawil; 
Or, whan we're drowket to the ſkin, 
An' hae ſome clink at will, 
Whan ſomething whiſpers frac within, 


That we maun hae a gill 
Right gude, that day; 


+ 


| POEMS AND. EPISTLES, 


I Tohit upoꝰ an alehouſe, by 

Whar we may ſnoove at clean-cap-out, 

Till fight an' filler fail us. 7 
Whan wark is owre, the labourin” wicht 
May toſs his glaſs fu' briſk aye, 

Reſume his ſtrength, grow ſtomach- tight, 
By dint o Hilag* whiſkie, 

Dr ale, that night. 


Though mony bleſſins, fic as thae, 
Auld Reekie diſna want them, 
Yet leſs they're wordy gin ſhe hae 
As mony ills fornent them. 
Nae town, like her, that e er enjoy'd 
Sic thrang commercial dailins, 
Cou'd ever brag o' being void 
o bits o' fauts an' faihns, 
Like hers, bine 


Alang ilk fidewa” ane may view 
The todlan water drainer, 
Hurl doun, in midnight ſtreams, the fi 
O' 8 0 a n 


$2 POEMS AND EPISTLES. 


; Ane, Sirs, had need to ſteer their feet 
 =z Wi' wary agitation, | | 
t F | 2 An' haud the crown part o the ſtreet, 
f | | To miſs an inundation,, | 
ſ | TEE foul, 4 nights 
4 | Ĩzhßeé like has been, whan late at ae, 
} | Ye're daun'ran hame right canty, - 


| That on yer pow an Exvoice light, 
1 Het reekan frae ſome chanty +. 
| But whan a Rake's gaun hame bung- 10 
Frae jutes like Lucky Spertce's f, 
I need na tell a chield like you, 
He has na a' his ſenſes” 
(27:5 Que 8 that e night. 


Rn” <A 9 
— S * 9 7 4 An 
1 4 . > $42 . 
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O Sirs! whan ane ſmells like a i | 
Wi' lunches o' pomatum, | 
That he get ſic an ugly doſe, 
Its e'en nae mair na gratum F. 
What ſaul that wad na curſe or ſwear, 
An' own that he wad either | 
Been maiſt haff drownt in ale or beer, 
or ſmoor't wi? whiſky-rather 2 
Than ſh—e, that Net. 


+ Chanty, a piſſpot. 
I See Allan Ramſay's Lucky Spence. 
$ Graturn, Latin for agreeable. 


' POEMS AND EPIS TIL Es. 


Hegs, Jock, gin ye war here like me, 
As Pm right clear ye woud be, 
I cou*d na ſwear that ye wad be 
Mair honeſt than ye ſoud be. 
Whan, han'. for- nieve +, the hawkies ſtan? 
Wha live by diſſipation, 
I'm red ye'd tine yer ſelf-comman'”, 
At fleein' frac temptation 
JI 0 fin, this day. 


| Sune as the day gaes creepan dark, 
Night waukers gang their trade to; 
An' whores an' thieves begin the wark 
hat they hae lang been bred to: 
Ik honeſt chield ſude eꝰen tak care, 
An' on his guard be watchin”; 
For mony a trap, an' ſtamp, an' ſnare, 
They hae their prey to catch in, 
55 Alas, this day. 


But whan, owre Calton- hill, the Sun 
Comes glimmran like the twilight, 
The wights, diſpos'd for e'ening- fun, 
Flee frac the ſcad o' daylight. 
= 


_ + Fan'- for- nieve, check by jowl. | 
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POEMS AND EPISTLES: 
The bizy thrang now ſet a· drift, 
An' trade wi” bir commences, 
Fate, to the eident hanꝰ on thrift, 
The ſweets 0 toil diſpenſes 
Wr care ilk day: 


Ye ſauls, whaſe complicatet rent, 
By carpan Care.aye cloy't, 


* 


| Cou'd never purchaſe ſweet content; 


An' pleaſure to enjoy't; 


Envy the wight, whaſe lowly ſphere 


By carefu* toil's ſupportet, 


Though Fortune diſna ſwall his gear, 


His lot's mair to be courtet 
Than your's this ai 


| Now, honeſt Reekie! fare ye weelz 


I'm gaun a while to lex? ye; 
As lang as ye gar ſinners ſqueel, 
May gude, an” gear be wi' ye. 
Lang may yer lads an' liffes bra” 3 
Be wordy fic 4 mither: 


Soud ye kick up, an' flip awa', 


8 hardly fin” anither 
As gude, this ny: 


1 55 1 


To Mr. J*** C. 
r 


EAR ** * yer lot the Bard envies, 
Sae halſome near the water; 
Te taſte the ſweets os Simmer ſkies, 
An' hear the burdies chatter; . 
Whar mony a hartſome fail o' boats, 
Are thrang wr exportation, 
An' fetch ye hame, in teemin' floats, 
The fouth o ither nations, 
Ilk bonny day. 


How fine to range owre meadows wide, 
| Whan flowers their charms are ſhawan ! 
x ſweet, alang the Firth o- Clyde, 

To fin” the Zephyres blawan ; 
Whan, glowan frae the lift a roun, 

The het ſin rays are beckan _— 
An” dowleſs fowk, for health gane doun, | 


Alang yer howms lie ſtreckan 
Their limms, this day. 


n The neareſt correſponding words to this in Engliſh is baſking : 


But as that word only repreſents the ſituation of an object in the 
W of the . it is more reſtricted in its ſignification than best- 


"ng 2 


56 POEMS AND EPISTLES. 
On bonny days, yer ſhores alang, 
Gin I had gear an' leiſure, 
To court the Muſe's help in ſang, 
Wad gi'e me fouth o' pleaſure ; 
To ſnuff the ſcent o' ilka flower 
That bloſſoms on the green; 
| Or, in ſome lanely, ruſtic bower, ; 


To tune the Lyre unſeen, ' 
An' ſweet this day. 


I wad na kent the ugſome gate, 
O' avarice, or cheetin' ; 
Had I but own't ſome pealant's fate, 
War ooy lambs gang bleetin*, 
Wha's ſinnows, brac't wi' halſome cheer, 
Bend teughly to the toil, 
Health, teachan ilka joint to ſtear, 
gs through his banes like oil, 
„„ Win ESR an Te 


His todlan wee anes, riſan fair, 

legt ilka joy that's gude, 
Nurs't lownly up aneath his care, 
On NE IG: food : | 


ing; as it repreſents both the actire aud paſſive ſituation of an 
object. For example; in Engliſh we can ſay only, that one 
baſks in the ſun; but in the Scotch we can ſay either that one 
beeks in the ſun, or that the ſun bel, on him: Thus i it is a very 
common phraſe, The Siu 5 beckan vera bet. | 


n 
e 
e 
7 
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His barns weel ſtock't wi' beſt o grain, 
An' been ſtegh't fother lafts, 5 
While mony 7 a fu'-fed nowt, his nain, 
 ' Gangs grazan | thro the crafts, 
For mairts, ſome day. 


But giddy Fortune' 8 anal frown, 


Has doom'd the Bardie 8 ſtation, 


| Within the entrails oa town, h 


| To ſmoor his meditation: 
Whar nought he ſees but powther't tops, 
In myſtic legions failin' ; 
An' letter't raws o- merchants ſhops, 
For haleſale or retailin', 
To In trade, this day. 


Some day, whan I ha'e fouth 0” . ' 
Pm weel reſolv'd to ſee ye; 


An' if the Simmer. lift hauds clear, 


Gin July I'ſe be wi”. you. 
As lang as ye'll be here awa', 
May health an' ſtrength betide ye; ; 
An- PII frae aff the Broomilaw, | 
| Come Welpen down beſide ye, 
| Some bonny day. 


* 1 
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HODGE AND SYM. 


w———With new-got tuftre rear their head, 
Tho" on a dunghill born and bred. Gay. 


HODGE. 


"OW, ſonſy Sixox, how gaes a“? 
Let's win to ſhake your honeſt pa“; 
Come tak” a ſeat, an gies a ſhaw 
Of. your ſnuff-horn : ; 
Ye keep the beſt that e er Iſaw, 
As ſure's m born. 8 


8 M. 


As ſune as I can fin* my mill, 

Ve's get a ſnuff wi' right gude will; 
juſte ſtept yont the craft to ſee ye, 
To gab, an' hae ſome crackin' wi' ye; 
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Yere aye fac canty, an' ſae cheaty, — 
To jaw wi? you I ne er grow weary: 

Whan ye, fac droll, begin to tell us, 

*Bout things whilk in thir lans befel us; 
Sic witty, nice auld-farran ſtories, 

O' deils an? warlocks, whigs an' tories; 
How cankry wives grew witches pat *, 
An' wore a ſnuffy high-crown't hat; 
An' if they gaed to ſee a fair, 
Rade on a broomſtick thro? the air; 

Wi' lang-tail'd buffins, ty'd behin', 

An' ſax grey hairs upo' their chin; 

An' how the auld, unkanny matrons; 
Grew whiles a hare, a dog, or batrons, 

To get their will o' carles fleepan, 
Wha hae na ſtauks o' rountree + keepan, 
Ty'd roun' them, whan they ride or fail, 
Or ſewt, wi' care, in their fark-tail. 
Trowth, Hopce, we ſoudna truſt our lives 
Within a mile o' fic auld wives; : 

For they, ſome night, or we war wattan, 
Mught lug us by the ſpaul to Satan. 

But what needs fowk be ſac oppreſs't 

Wi' Satan, 8 the Pariſh Prieſt, 


* Pat, fit, apt, to the purpoſe. 


T Alluding to the vulgar opinion of ronutree « bein effica- 


cious * 1 all ſorts of charms, 
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POEMS AND EPISTLES. 


For bits o' gowd, or canny fleetchin , ö 
Wad flee him frae the doors wi 88 ? 


HODGE. 


The Prieſt thir ſaxty years fu' weel 
Has frae thir lans held aff the Deil 


Imin', man, ſin he us't to ſpeel 


Aboon the carry, 


Or . 2 black, ill-ſhapen chiel, 
Upo' a x Fairy. 


He on his feet had nes, for 3 
An' for a hat, had horns aboon; 


He wad hae been ayont the moon, 
Far thro' the reek; 


8 flown to Rome, and back as ſune 


As ye coud ſpeak. 
„ 


But quattan that, or I grow eery, 
Let's hear ye ſing, My Apron Deary. 
Or tell's ſome ſtory, unca gude, 
That's fit to cheer a body's blood; 

I ne'er like aye to harp on ac thing: 
Owre much o' that is gude for nacthing. 


POEMS AND EPISTLES. 6t 
Or now, fin” things cone to fic paſſes, | 
What think ye o' our lads an' laſſes? | 
lk plow-bred wight wad gang, dear ſafe us! | 
As they had goud an' gear in neffu's, | 
An' live on nice an' dainty food, 

Mair fit for fowk o better blood; 

Wearan fic fine an” gentle cleadin', 

As ill befits their landart breedin* 

Sure am I, Hopox, their auld forefathers, 
Wha war nae blocks at dreſſin' neithers, 
Wad run as lang as they had ſight, | 


I To ſeen their ſons in ſic a plight; 


Heads hung wi' lang cout rumple dockins * 
Or view'd a wight wi” leather ſtockins f. 
| To ſeen a thing ſae ſtrange an' rare, 
As kintry fops wi' powther't hair, 
Or ſilken ſcrolls to fan a drover, 
They'd gane frae John-o*-Groats j to Dover. 
Wha cer wad thought our dairy wenches 
Wad gar their heads o'er-gang their hainches? 
To wear ſlim traſh o' ſilk, on a* things, 1 
An' ſcrimp their guts to get their bra' things. 
5 | G ng 

* Braids, or thoſe bunches of hair uſed to ſupply the defect 

of nature, which have received from the vulgar the homely ap- 


pellation of fau/e tails. 


+ Boots. 


t John-of-Groats, the fartheſt houſe in the north of Scot- 
land. | | | 


POEMS AND EPISTLES, 
Thae flirds o' ſilk, brought owre the ſeas, . 
Deil nor they a' war in a bleeze. GE, 


Had Tour doghter's at a candle, 


They'd mak' a been an' rowſan tandle 93 
T'd burn, like ony rotten tether; | 
What ſer d her towmonts twa to gather: 


Sic things it fa's na me to tell. 
But, Hopoe, what think ye o 't yer? ? 


HODGE 


*Tweel, Sym, wi thinkin? I've gi'en owre, 
I dare do naithing now but glowr: 2 


N or thus be faſh't wi v1” three or four 
Sic pencefu breed; - 


rd rather let ye ding a clour 
Upo' my head. 


"Twas better times, whan, thro? the ſtreet; ; 

Young fowk gaed doucely on their feet ; 

Throꝰ holes, anꝰ wreaths o' ſnaw an' leet, 
Coud bra'ly plaſh on, 


An' never kent ſic dainty meat, 
As now's the faſhion. 


* Tandle, a boteſire; 


' POEMS AND EPISTLES. 63 


O' meals ait-parritch was the beſt, 
Or ſtowins, een right poorly dreſt ; 
But gin o better we had gueſs, 
How laſs anꝰ lad 
Wad then, wi” joy, hae cockt their creſt, 
5 e 


Braw butter'd nibbits ne” er wad fail 
To grace a IY o' champit kail, 
Sent down wi' jaws o nappy ale, 

| To warm our blude ; 
An' o't we never miſs't a pail, 


Baith briſk an' gude. 


Thick nevel't ſcones, beer-meal, or peaſe, 
To brither doun a ſhave o cheeſe, | 
I'd rather hae, an', gin ye pleaſe, | 
A butter ſod, 
Than a' their fine blaw-flums o Teas, 
That grow abroad. 


I wonder now, ſin' Pm in clatter, 
What way ſic dirt came owre the water; ; 
How ſhips can thro” the ocean ſquatter,. 
| For ſiccen ſtuff, 
T hat ne'er maks fowk ae kennin fatter, 
Wi' a' their buff. 


t MNibbits, two pieces of oatmeal ons ſpread over with 
butter, and laid face to face. : 
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POEMS AND EPISTLES. 


8 $26. 


* 


Tea ca'd yet, Honor, man ?—Gude preſerve 8! 
They ſay it's weak'nan to the nerves; 
An', gin ane lets owre muckle in, 

It pangs their entrails fu* o' win”, 

Whilk pines them fair; an', after a', 
It waſtes the nat*ral fat awa' : | 
But that's nae warſt, what's muckle war, 
It rais'd up mony a broil afar : | 
Abraid, I've heard it tauid myſel', 

They toolzy'd mair na tongue can tell: 
It gaed at laſt, frae camcheugh words, 
To ſkelpin' doups wi” naket ſwords: 
Chiels met wi” mony a broken bane; 


An' mony a life, they ſaid, was tane: 


Ae carle wadna car't a feg 


To ſhorn awa' anither's leg; 


An' ſome thought e'en the faut but ſma', 
To ding their neighbour's pow in twa; 


Or ſhave awa' his ſcaup, in ſpite, 
An? Tea, they faid, had a' the wyte. 


POEMS AND EPISTLES. 


ROD 6 E 
Ye necd na gang fae far a-fiel', 
To tell how Tea has bred a ſqueel; 
An' aft has gart the cappit chiel 


Break through the laws: 


We've mony a faught at hame, atweel, 
For that ſam' cauſe. 


S N 


Ay, Man, that's true, —but I am daft: 
I maun gae ſtep out owre the craft: 
Our Janet ſleeps like ony ſtane, 
Aye whan ſhe's left owre lang her lane. 
I maiſt cou'd ſwear as ſure's I'm born, 
Our neighbour's bill's amang our corn. 
Wha kens, but what the bits o' brutes, 
Sin” I came here, hae ta'en their clutes, 
An' gane ilk livan ane a-packin'”, 
Man, Hopes, the time that we war crackin'; 
Sae, now, I e'en maun ſtreek my wame, 
An' ſee gin things be right at hame: 
Gif I be weel, Pie ſee ye ſune, | 
Betweeſht an” chainging o the Moon. 
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E 66 j 
JOCKEY's AW 4A. 


A SONG. 
LE 3 
1 nymphs of the woods, and ye nymphs of che 


groves, 
Ye may ing to the late telling echo your loves; 


Nae mair ſhall your fangs be delightful to me. 


Nor your dances be pleaſant, fin* Jockey's at ſea. 
Wi' forrow we partet, he leapt from the ſhore, 
And I fear he is gone for to meet me no more, 


As far as my een cou'd conduct me I ſaw, 


But the Zephyres ſune waftet my Jockey awa”. 
„ „ 
He came juſt yeſtreen, for to tell me the news, 

He was bound for the ſea, an' he durſt na refuſe; 

The meſſage L heard, wi' the tear i' my e'e, 

For I coud na pit up wi” my Jockey at ſea. 


As my deareſt, my ſailor, was telling me this, N 


Sac kind, on my lips, he imprinted a kiſs; : 
An' the wordies fac ſweet, that my laddie let fa', 
PH never forget them while Jockey's awa'. 
: I; 
My laddie aft woo'd me upo' yon green plain, 
He kiſs'd me, an' ſwore he wad make me his nain; 
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Nae laſs o them a' he could "DER but me, 
But now m my lane an' my Jockey's at ſea. 
My Jockey was lovely, an' liket me lang, 
An' nane was ſae ſweet, when he tauket or ſang; 
The ſwains they agreed, that my laddie was bra”, 
An' nae wonder I mourn that my Jockey's awa?.. 
| . 
Ve laſſes forgie me, nor blame me to mourn; 
I'll never be gay till my laddie return: 
What laſſie wad laugh that has troubles like me, 


An' wha wad na mourn, when their lover's at ſea? 


Fareweel, ye ſaft meadows, ye groves, and ye bowers, 
Whar aft wi' my love, I've collected the flowers; 
Ye cowſlips, ungathert, yer bloſſoms may blaw, 
An' die, unadmir'd, fin” my Jockey's awa'. 

| V. 


Fareweel, a' ye ſhepherds, that friſk owre the ſiel'; 


Ye lads, unconcern'd, an' ye laſſes, fareweel: 

Vareweel, a' ye flowers, that embroider the lee; 

I'll never be gay while my Jockey's at ſea. 

At your ſports on the green, ye may wanton your 
lane; 

I'll never make ane in your dances again: 

For hard was the Fortune, and cruel the Law, 

That forc'd frae the meadows my Jockey awa'. 
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ADDRESSED TO MISS ——. 


m—— vincit Amor. Virg. 


I. 
NCE Love's wee, quiver't Hero ſtray d 
; 1 By Glotta's banks, the lift was fair, 
Whan gay Eurania, peerleſs maid, 
Gaed out to taſte the mornin” air. 
| II. 
AI was June, the flowers were i' the blaw, 
An' birds war chirman frae the tree: 
The face o' Nature ſmil't on a', 5 
An' ilka ane was blyth as me. 
| III. 
Eurania, bleſt wi' ilka grace 
That makes her ſafter ſex refin'd, 
Cou'd boaſt the ſweeteſt, mildeſt face, 
That ſhaw'd the picture o* her mind. 
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pe IV. | 
Her gouden locks, in careleſs caſe, 
Hang flutt'ran owre the faireſt breaſt, 
Whar, ſaft, the kinly Weſtlan' breeze, 
Reveal'd a thouſand charms at leaſt. 
Her waiſt was flender, roun', an* neat; 
Her arms war poliſh't, white, an' clean; 
The dew ſtood ſkinklan on her feet, 
As the gaed ſxiffan owre the green. 
The Zephyres ſeem'd mair ſaft to play; 
The birds mair ſweet to chirm their ſang; 
The flowerets ſeem'd mair freſh an gay, 
Whare'er Eurania mov'd alang. 
„„ | 
Thoſe beauties fair Eurania ſhew'd, 
Unaided by the help of art, 
That Nature's ſelf alone beſtow?d, 
To hold, in eaſy chains, the heart. 
THE ©: 
The gracefu* Maid, advancin* flow, 
The God beheld with ſweet amaze ; 
The little warrior bent his bow, 
And then drew near a while to gaze. 


H 


8. 
Ait. 
1 
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Doun frae his neck, the quiver hung, 
That bore, the ſource o mony a pain; 
The arch; wi' filken cordage ſtrung, 
That never drave the ſhaft in vain. 
OS. 

Then ſpake EUR ANA, ſweet an fair, 

Saft as the riſing morh, an' mild; : 
What brings a wean this way fac air”, 

An nane to guide the helpleſs child? 

XI. 


What means that bow; © aſh, thou bears, 


And what the feather'd ſhaft I ſee ? 

Can ony ane o' pain hae fears, 

Or dread miſſuck, frac ane like thee? 

XII. 

Sune ſal ye ken, the God reply d; 

Then, drew the ſtring, his bow to prove : 5 
An', as the arrow flew, he cry'd, 

“ Go, lovely Maid, and learn to love.“ 
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VERSES 


WRITTEN ON THE LAST DAY OF THE YEAR. 
Labuntur Anni. Hor. 


| I. 
Y friend, another year is flown; 
The fleeting moments wing their way; 
While mortals, thoughtleſs, hurry on, 
And ſport them in the paſling ray. 
3 II. | 
They wanton on the ſtage of life, 
A while they round of fate the view; 
Then, to the haunts of woe and ſtrife, 
The tray'llers bid a long adieu. 
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mT 


As, where the ſtream, meand'ring, glides, 


A bubble riſes fair and gay: 


A while, in gaudy ſhew, it rides, 


Then breaks in air, and dies away. 
= IV. 
See, round the burning taper's blaze, 
The inſect flutt'ring, void of thought ; 


Till in the ſubtle charm it plays, 


And, wy 6 the flame, is burnt to nought. . 
V. 
Such is the cloud, at morning's den 
E'er noontide- Phœbus gilds the day, 
That overſhades the dewy lawn, | 
And duſks the peaſant's devious way. 
x IE | 0 VL „ 
But ſee the gentle gale ariſe; 
The paſſing fog no more we find: 


The floating vapour quickly flies, 


Nor leaves a ſin gle tract behind. 
The dew-drops, from the Summer ky, 
Refreſh a while the bloſſom'd bower; 5 
But ere the rays of noon they dry: 
The glittering beauties of an hour. 
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Such is the lily's ſweet perfume, 
And ſuch the bluſhes of the roſe: 

Such is the vi let's purple bloom, 
And ſuch i is every flower that runs: 

5 | K. 

35 They join this tranſient ſcene of things, 
They ape the life that man enjoys: 

The claim of ſubjects, and of kings, 
The equal hand of Fate deſtroys. 

. X. 

Then why purſue, O tell me why? 

| Why good ideal thus adore? 

Soon muſt the paſſing viſion fly, 

And life's poor, flecting farce. be o'er, 


To Mr. A C— 


© 


8... EY 


EPISTLE. 
Paſtores eder ereſeentem ornate poetam.  Virg. 


EAR Sandie lad, I gat yer line, 
Clean free o' a“ expences ; 
An' ſhanna grudge to ſwear ſinſyne, 
Ye're bleſt wi' a“ yer ſenſes. 
O fouth o wit yer verſes ſmell, 
Tho? unca fair they blaw me: 
This while PII hardly be myſel', 
_ Bae learn't an' ſkill't they ca me, 
An' 9 this day. 


How dare ye think, that 8 like mine 
Deſerve ſic dauds o' praiſin'?ꝰ 

But *deed the fav'rites o' the Nine 
Are aye right gude o' phraizin'. 
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They're aye ſae weel acquaint aboon, 
They aften hae the conſcience 

To hainch a chield ayont the moon, 

For ſpeakin! lumps o' nonſenſe, 

| rao am 


Ver bongy-anitia, wi' yer will, 3 
Hae hit my taſte exactiy; 

Whar rhime to rhime, wi ny Ot, 
Ye kipple to compactly. 7 

But, Sandy lad, haud aff the fowks 
Wha ken ſic fly oration; 

An' dinna think to crack yer jokes 
On chiels o penetration 


Let ye may tak it on my word, 
| There's few can rhime afore ye: 
_ Gin ye gang on this gate, my burd, 

The laſſes will adore ye. 
For them the Bards, fin* birth 0 ” Time, 

In Fancy's paths perſiſtet; 
An', but for them, the ſaul o- rhime 
Had hardly e er exiſtet, 
In us, this day. 
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Their coyer mates to pleaſe. 
For Love, the mantlan ivy clings 855 
To wooding in the grove: . 
Thro' Nature, a her active ſprings, | 
Are kept in tune by love, | * 
ann. 3} 
Now, Sandie, lad, I reſt yer frien' ; 
Some night, whan ye hae leiſure, | 
Yer company, at fax at &en, 
Wad gie me heaps o pleaſure. a. = 
Sae fare ye weel, an' I'ſe expect, 1 
Whan ye' re in tid for writin', 5 
To anſwer me ye'll no neglect, | ; 
An' we'll be free o' flytin', 5 
PI fwear, that day. ö 
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For Love, the pretty warblan Sl | 5 


Chant ſweetly frac the tres, be 27 
An' ſing their bonny woodlan” ſtrain, 


WOO ME AGAIN. 


A 


WIV Jamie firſt woo'd me he was but a 
youth, 


v3; 


Frae his lips flow'd the ſtrains o perſuaſion an' truth: 


His ſuit I rejected, wi” pride an diſdain, 
But, oh! wad he offer to woo-me again. 


He aft wad hae tald me his love was ſincere, 
An' &en wad hae ventur'd to ca' me his dear: 
My heart to his tale was as hard as a ſtane, 

But, oh! wad he offer to woo me again. 


He ſaid, that he hop'd I wad yield an' be kind, 
Yet I counted his proffers as light as the wind: 
L laugh't at his grief, whan T heard him complain, 
But, oh! wad he offer to woo me again. 
- 
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He flatter'd my locks, that war black as a flae, 
An' fraz'd my fine ſhape, frae the tap to the tae: 
| flate, an' defir't he wad let me alane; 

But, oh! wad he offer to woo me again. 


Repuls't, he forſook me, an* left me to grieve, 
An' mourn the fad hour 1 my ſwain took his 
ae: 
Now, ſince I deny'd, an' was deaf to his mane, 
I fear he'll ne'er offer to woo me again. 


O wad he but now to his Jean be inclin'd, 
My heart in a moment ſoud yield to his mind; 
But, 1 fear, wi' ſome ither my Laddie is ta'en, 
An' fac he'll ne'er offer to woo me again. 


Fe ſbonny young Laſſes, tak* warning by me, 
Be kind to yer lovers, an' learn to be free: 
Ne'er ſcorn their pretenſions, nor laugh at their pain, 
For fear they ne'er offer tu woo ye again, ö 


NAPPY Al. E. 


OME, a“ ye wordy helps o fang; 
Ye Muſes nine, a kindly gang; 
O gar ideas riſe ding-dang, 
At gleeſome rate; 
* I fal let ye ſee, or lang, | | 
I'e no be blate. 


O vad ye let a bodics ſee 
How bra'ly you an' I can gree! 
An' learn my Pegaſus to flee 
Far, far aboon : : 


It's na a. wee thing pleaſes me, 
| das Pm in tune, 


Help me to ſing the choice fie. 
That ever ream'd in glaſs or cap; 
How, gin a body wants a nap, 
5 They need na fail, 
By bendinꝰ aff a moderate drap 
O' nappy Ale. 
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By it the gleefu' carles a- 
Float aye their faſheous cares awa : 
Nae burns or bruiſes can befa | 
heir head or tail, 
That ever can ſurvive a jaw 
O nappy Ale. 
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Foul fa! the chiel' wha thinks't a faut, 
To meddle wi' the juice o' maut; _ 
An' can, wi” ſhameleſs ſnout, miſca't, 


| The ſaucy tyke ! 
Twad be a pity e' er he ſaw't, 
| Be what he like. 


Whan Thas had a wee o leiſure, 


I've ſpent it, wi' a heap o' pleaſure, 


Aſide the precious, liquid treaſure, 
But I took tent, 
That I aye drank the drap in meaſure, 
An' that was kent. 


Some biſcuits, wi” ſome ſtoups o' brown, 


WY mony a chieP gang ſweetly down; 


Till ance the hive within his crown, 
Breeds fic a fray, 
3 ſtools, an' chairs, an' a gang roun'; 
That is a day! 
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But I was ne'er ſae fair miſta'en;. 
For I cou'd aye ſtaun up my lane; 
An', gin there was a hole or ſtane, 
If I cou'd ſpy't, 
Im gayan fure, its ten to ane, 
But I gaed by't. 


O, aught-pence drink! thou faul 00 DE: | 
Thou makes the Bardie blyth an' fain : 
Atween us twa, as we're our lane, 

b Tak' this frae me; 
O' a the Nine, the foul a ane 
Inſpires like thee. 


Whan I've been waukan, late, or air”, 
A ſcore o' miles, perchance, or mair, 
1 A thy company as rare 
| As ony brither ; 
An' » aye han I had clink to ſpare, 
Me gacd thegither. 


The ſnail-ſlaw hours thou can beguile, 
An' raiſes on the cheek a ſmile; | 
For gin ane bourd wi” thee a while, 

I en't a truth, 


J okes riſe unthought o', rank an' file, 
By word o' mouth. 
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TIl ever like thy ſonſy face, 
For thou's poſſeſt o' mony a grace: 
Fl fwear as lang as I'm in caſe 
Io gang or ride, 
Thou ſinna want the warmeſt place 
In my inſide. 


9 — Ir err 


Haud up your noſe, ye choſen core, 

| 1 © Wha aft increaſe the ſocial roar : | 

| While NEL can ſtaun, keep on the ſplore, 

i Till ance we doubt it, 
1 Gif a the drucken chiels o yore 

'| ____ Kent ought about it. 


| O! will ye. Ho Yes, a' bedeen, 

| 1 8 IT.—ill ance ye burſt out baith yer een: 

191955 The cauſe is is gude, an' I'm yer frien'; 

| Proclaim the tale, 

That © foul a drink was ever ſeen, 
LE Like nappy Ale.” 


* 


BONNY BELL 


A SONG. 


ASSIE, will ye . a Lover; 
Ken ye CoLIN likes ye weel? 
Fain his flame, he wad diſcover, 
But he's baſhfu' to reveal. 
O' kintra laſſes, blyth an' bonny, 
I fal let ye ken, my BeLL; 
CoLin, never ſigh'd for ony, 
Ha'f ſae pretty as yerſelꝰ. 
7 2 the 
Tall an' flender, is yer ſtature; 
Roſy checks, an? coal-black e'en: 
Far mair charmin' is ilk feature, 
Than the lily on the green. 
Bonny laſſie, juſt but let me 
Say, I lo'e ye as my life; 
Be nae ſhy, an' ye ſal get me, 
For I'm thinkin” on a wife. 


. 
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1 m 
| Thae bought a houſe wad pleaſe ye, 
Caps an' luggies, rowth an' wale ; 
Stools an' chairs, to ſit an' eaſe ye; 
An' a wooden plate, for kail. 
I hae burdies, cleck't in Simmer, 
Todlan bra'ly but an' ben; | 
An' my cave, o aiken timmer, en 
Hauds a ſonſy clockan hen. 
IV. 
Pve a pownie, fit for ridin', 
An' a cow to gie ye milk; _ 
Wabs o' gude Kilmarnock plaidin- 
Mlaiſt as ſaft as ony ſilk. | 
Hinmaſt, I've a poke o' filler, 
Hla'f as big's a knockin' mell; 
EKiſts o' grain, like ony miller, 
Waitan a' for bonny Bell. 
Haſte ye, then, an' let us cleek it, 
Or the greenan days gae doon; 
Whan a bodie's heart grows ſtecket, 
| Love's entirely out o' tune. | 
I fal ſee ye whan I've leifure; 
We ſal crack o't, than, ourſel'; 
For, I'Il never live in pleaſure, 
Till I'm join't wi' bonny BELL. 


A D N 1 
AN EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIEND. 


He who enjoys th* untroubled breaſt, © 
Of Virtue's awful lore poſſeſt, 

With hope the gloomy hour can chear, 
And temper Happineſs with Fear. Fran. 


* 


L | 
\ EAR Bos, my young, my chewy frien”, 
Accept o' what I ſend ye; 
An', ſoud ye think it's gude I mean, 
Pm pay't for what I tend ye. | 
Ve ken yerſeP, through wat an' dry, 
I've aften daunert wi” ye: 
Ye're young an' daft, an', by the bye, | 
A frien's ee Fd gie ye, | 
Sincere, this day. 
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A wordy frien' is een right rare, 
An' virtue ill to hit on; 
While honeſt fouk, wi” arſes bare; 
Hae ſcarce a ſtool to fit on. 
Your wauk external plainly ſhaws; | 
Ye're no ſae douce as they be; 


But I wad fain ſubjoin the clauſe, = 
That os I wiſs, ye may be. 
An' me, ſome day: 


Though ye be ſet on rantan fun, 

An' ſocial recreation; 
Vet, Ol be carefu' aye to hun 

The haunts o' diſſipation. 
| Sic pranks can little pleaſure gie 
—_ : - ” To Age's caum reflection: 
| | We'll ablins than think you and me 
| | | Had need o' mair correction 

Than' 8 _ this day. 


| iv. 
Deed, Bos, I'm ane like you myſel'; 
_ Owre muckle ſet on paſtime; 
An' ready, like a wean, to tell 
I did na't fin” the laſt time. 
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But yet, or lang be, I'ſe indent 
Experience {ad may teach us; 
An' gar us baith right ſair lament, 
That counſels did na reach us ba 
n weel this doſe 


. 
O lang be virtuous an' be wiſe, 
On folly be na vicious; 
An' neter religious fowk deſpiſe, 
Nor ca' them ſuperſtitious. | 
Gin preachers war na to the fore, 
Nor prayin” bodies neither, 
Sma' gude wad fa to Ropin's ſore, 


Or to the Poet's either, 
I doubt, this tay 


7 WI; 
| Keep aff the prophet's honour'd name, 
Or gude'll ne'er betide ye; | 
Ye need na juſt practiſe like them; 
But juſt do what they bid ye: 
Nor eber defile, wi' jaw profane, 
Their ſacred reputation: 
They're ill thought 0? that rub a ſtain 
On lic a holy ſtation, 
As theirs, this a. 
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VII. 
Till ance ye're to reflection brought, 
Ye'll doubtleſs aye grow dafter; 
But chiels, in youth, ſoud aye take thought, 
Auld age comes poſtan after. 
Life's juſt a wee bit ſinny beek, 
That bright, an' brighter waxes, 
Till ance, row'd up in gloamin' reeæ, 
The darkſome 0 „„ 5 
_ e owre day. 


0 


| VIII. 
Whan young companions roun' ye thrang, 


Be ſcrup'lous how ye tak them: 
Obſerve aye how their motions gang, 
Afore yer friens ye mak them. 
Chuſe chiels o' ſenſe, wha, in a ſtrait, 
A counſel ſage can gie ye: 


Ye'll never gang a worthleſs gate, 
While wit an' ſenſe gan g wi' ye 
Through life, this day. 


Lou - | 
Afather's ſon, wha has, like you, 
Sic ſample ſet before him, 
Soud never ſtrive, by being fu', 
To deviate frae decorum. 
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How glorious can it be to ſhaw. 
Ye dinna mind expences ? 
But, thro? the ſtreet, can reel m 
Depriv d 0! a os ſenſes, | 
| An caſh, PR night. 


Ye'll may be count on rankfe age; F: 
But health Il no inſure We, =. 
That ye'll nae hirſle aff the ſtage | 
Afore an owk gangs owre ye. 
Conſider, tho ye're hale an* young, 
Unkent to cauld, or hunger; 
There s mony a ane has die't as ſtrong, 
| An' aften ſome far ſtronger 
Than vou, this day. 


XI. 
My neighbour, dinna live owre faſt, 
An' let na Time deceive ye; 
Yell think it ſhort anough at laſt, 
Whan life begins to leave ye. 
Ye'll may be weather't twa-three year, 
An' ſnoove thro? life right ſweetly ; 
But, or the doup of things, I fear, 
The icene'll change completely 
Wi' you, that day. 
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XII. | 
Now, fare ye wool an ' fe M doon z 
O' a' ye're gates be wary; 
An' dinna uſe, to hide yer fin, 
_ Hypoerify's Bavary *. = 
Be aye fincere, to a intents, 
An' ye'll hae fewer failings : 
It's unca rare that ane repents 
Oo plain, an even: doun dealings, 
In life, this day. 


a ( O Ss 1 1 


on PULLING ONE ON A 
VACATION DAY. 
| Simplex nmenditiis: Hor. 


GEE! thee flower, i in yellow ches, 
Pride o the garden, or the braes; 
Frae Winter cauld, to warmer days, 
Thou has been ſpar'd; 
Nor kent the fate, frac nippin' faes, 
That ithers ſhar'd. 


Whan 2 the ach ebe led wh fr? ; 
An' blaſhan rains, or cranreughs fa', 
Thy bonny leaves thou diſna ſhaw, 
Nor ſees the light, 
Till ance the ſtorms are clean awa?, 
| An' out o' fight. 
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Ne ow ſweetly frae the yird thou's ſprung, 
An' aꝰ the cauld o' Winter dung; 
An' on thy leaves aye want a tongue, 
My bonny flower! 
Till: ance their beauties fade unſung, 5 
Some hapleſs hour. 


Ere wint' ry Boreas has begun, 5 

Thou careſna for ſic cauldrife fun; 

Thy noddan ſtauks, ere froſty win 

il | Soughs thro? the air, 

ll | 5 Lie lifeleſs, dead, alang the grun, 
5 An' bloom nae mair. 


| But, whan the Simmer hours, wi' glee, 
| | Drap flowerets owre the dewy lee, 

j Whilk o' them a“ may vie wi' thee, 

| 0 8 Wha's bonny ſmile, 
| The lordlin' s, or the ſhepherd's e'c, 

| | EE May weel beguile. 


Rich thou perfumes the leafy plain, 
Admir'd by ilka nymph an' ſwain; 
Sweetelt o* a* the blooman train, 
| That gladdens May ; 
An' charms, nae ither but thy nain, 
| Gar thee look gay. 


POEMS AND EPISTLES. 


In NeLr., ſae rob'd in nature's graces, 
How ſweet the charms ilk lover traces! 
Art 9 to Dauow's kind embraces, 


Made Cal oz ſweeter; 


Nor coud the help o' gauze, or laces, 
Mak bliſs completer. 


9 55 
+, 


But, nurſlinꝰ fair o Simmer's ſky! 

Afore an owk or twa gangs by, 

Doun in the yird thou e' en maun lie, 

| Without a ſwither, 

An', coud I think it, ſae maun I, 
Some day or ither. 
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PRETTY MALL Y, 


: I. 
IDRETTY Marx, be inclin'd, 
When young Col ix takes the field; 
Since for grantinꝰ ye're deſign'd, 
Let your Lover bid ye yield, 
Nor, fac ſhy, 
Frae him fly, 
If ye wiſh him not to die. 
II. . 
Wont the lammies let ye ſee, 
As they friſk about the plain, 
Fe war form'd for love, an' me, 
An' war made to be my ain. 
Then be kind, 
Let me find 
Lovely MaLLy to my mind. 
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Y . 
Did my MaLLy view the dove, 
Round his marrow how he cood? 
While, i in anſwer to his love, 
Aye ſhe courted to be woo'd ; 
Then reply 
To my ſigh, 
If ye with me not to die, 
. 
Tho' my lammies * and play; 
Tho! they gambol on the mead, 
While, aneath the birken ſpray, 
Jattune my aiten reed, 
All I fee, 
| Without thee, 
Can but little pleaſure gie. 
Wad ye, MalLv, but enjoy 
A' the pleaſures o* Content; 
Be nae langer ha'f ſae coy, 
Nor refuſe me your content: 
Don't deny 
10 comply, 
If ye in me not to die. 


and 
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To Mr. J**** Kas, 
AN EFPLIS TIE. 


EAR K******, preciſe at noon, 
Your letter fand me, ſafe an' ſoun'; 
An' Pm right ſure, fin Paiſley town 
| Was ſtane an lime, 
Ne'er ane in't a' had fic a crown 
At makin” rhime. 


Awhile for me the bearer ſought, 
Syne to my lug yer letter brought; 


I fat me doun a while, an thought, 

| ; Or I ſoud ſettle, 

That gin my Muſe was fit for ought, 
1 try her e 


But, man, gin I had had a gill, 


I ſoud hae gar't her yelp her fill, 
Till ſhe, yer ſervan's rhymin' mill, 
Had ſet a- gangin > 
wr a the wit, poetic {kill 
Fer clad a ſang in. 


POEMS AND EPISTLES. 9. 
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Howbe't ye juſt fell on the time, 
Whan I-was out o tid for rhime; 
Sae ye maun een leuk owre the crime, 
Nor tak' a es, 
An' fay my Res 's juſt achim 
: O' ſenſeleſs uf 


Wi' this proviſo, Pſe commence, 

What I intend for common ſenſe: - 

There” s foul ane far or near but kens 

That ye hae {kill; 
1 nane fall 22 at your expence, 
Wi' EBEN's will. 


The ſcribblan ſauls, whaſe baſtard blude, 


_ . Ne'er ſprang frae right poetic brood, 


On nonſenſe now may chaw their cude, 
An' fairly yield, 
Sin' e right blyth an' gude, 
Has ta'en che field. 


Amang the bauld poetic few, 
Whaſe noble ſauls aye ſcorn't to bow, 
In e to the ſcribblan crew, | 
1 frankly 75 
1 hae na met wi ane like you, 
I his mony a day. 
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Now thumpan luck, an' ill befa* ye, | 

My Bard, fae I'ſe mak free to ca ye, 

An', waile misfortunes dinna thraw ye, 
Fen tak yer time, 


_ le a leiſure· minute draw ye 
Aboard of rhime, 


To hae an honeſt crambo chicl { 
To be my frien”, I like fu' weel, 


They” re aye eo pune and leal, 


In ony ſtation, 


An' fowk, wha wad na fer the dal 


To win a nation. 


Wow, Jamie! man, but I'd be keen, 


Wi' canty lads, like you, a wheen, 


To ſpen' a winter Furſday teen, 
An' blyth,an friſky, 
Ride on the tap o' care an' ſpleen, 8 
. dint o ny. 


Now, juſt the morn, gin ye wad pleaſe 

To ſnuff this airt the cauler breeze, 

Bauld ale, our craigs to gargarize, —_ 
Sal ſet's a fraizinꝰ 


Till ance our 1 = bum wi bees 
© our nain raiſin” 
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1 like it unca weel to ſee 
A ſon o' Rhime, juſt hauſlins ree, 
He's aye hs troll, an” tauks ſae free, 
It makes ane glad; 
An' tells a body gin he be 
| anne bred. 


ve fund it hae effect 4547 . 
Far mair nor ony tongue can 
Whan ane, in rhime or proſe, wad yell, 

Juſt clean aff haun': 
o Henry's * beer a hn ſpell 

"EN wit comman 


Now Ife be ED wi? "WTO funds 
As I'm aye unca redd to bumle: : 
ban ror a grudge, or glunch, or grumſle, 
My word I'ſe gie you; 
You right obedient, Eau humle, | 
Fo: Till ance] ſee you. 


* A noted innkeeper, whoſe ſtroag - beer has ſuch a mag- 
netical effect on the geniuſes in Paiſley, as could never be 
nnn ̃ ] OY 
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DAMON any PHI. L IS. 


r 


Agreſtem tenui meditabor arundine M uſam. Virg. 


| 5 
T7 ARin yon lanely vale, was Pris retreat: 
; A bra'er laſs, ne' er ſnuff't the cauler air: 
lk won'ran peaſant ſaw that ſhe was ſweet, 
An' hyvie lairds e'en own't that the Was fair. 
Retir'd frac haunts o bizzy life an' care, 
he little ken't the hardſhips 0” the town: 
| In ſicken houſal wark the bore a ſkair, 
As ane may think, befits the dwellin* o' the clown. 
= % 
Out owre a neck, mair white than driven ſna', 
Her jet-black hair, in bonny ringlets, fell: 
Her breath far ſweeter than the wins, that blaw 
The baumy bloſſoms o the flowery dell: 
Her drink was water, frac 4 neighb'ring well 
O' liquid kirſtal, ſpringan ſweet, an' clear: 
The limpid rills, gaun todlan by her cell, 
Brought ſweetneſs to the beauties o the rowan year. 
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0 | : k III. 5 
Fair as the lily on the dewy green, 
ler gait was takan, innocent, an' free: 6 
A tighter, whiter leg was never ſeen 
To birze the gowans on the flowery lee: 
Wi' a' the eaſe that fleetan time cou'd gie, 
She ſweetly ſlade alang the vale o' life: 
The tear o' ſorrow neꝰ er had fill'd her ee, 
Nor ken d her biel the growlins o* domeſtic ſtrife. 
. 
Daont; the young; Damon, wha liv'd hard by, 
Right true, but hiddlens, lang had loo'd the 
Fair: | 
He tald his ſorrow only to the ſky; 
An' trees, an' buſſes only heard his pray'r: : 
He liv'd right bein, an' didna wiſs for mair, 
Nor car*d tho? tale ſoud never beet his name; 
He only griev't *cauſe Prill Lis was na there, | 
To ha'f the pleaſure, a an' take care o FR at hame. 
V. 
1 whan he Sin, het beekan 900 8 | 
Owre glens an' meadows ſkail'd his glowan 
beams: 
Whan herds lay humman owre a careleſs crune, 
Or drave their charge alang the windan ſtreams: 


Mr 
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' Whan flowers, in plenty; crown't ilk purn chat 
teems 
Its ſiller dribble, vir owre the fields: 
han ſprings, that ſkinkl't to the ſinny gleams, 
| Supply dv wi verdure a' the ſweets e 35 
VI. | 
: Whar vi lets blue, an gelt b Kane, 
Wi' a' their ſweetneſs, to beguile the ſight; 
A bonny lambie, partet frae the lave, 
Gaed tentleſs, wan' ran, owre the dewy night: 8 
Voung Damon's flock wil'd owre the hoodies 
wight, 
Frae whar the echo row! d the ſocial _ 
A thrivan drove, that, free frac harm an- fright, 
Lay ne on the lee ſide o a finny brae. 
VII. 1 
Streek't at his eaſe their happy guardian lay, 
Nor care; nor trouble ever fauch'd his thought: 
Contentmentẽ's ſinile gart Damon aye look gay; 
An' ſweet content was a' that Damon ſought: 
Tho” fowth o' gear his broody ewes aye brought, 
use ne'er defir't to hoard unlawfu' gain: 
Healthy, an' ſtout, he never green't for ought; 
An' wad been bleſt, had Pa1L.L1s only been his nain. 
| A 
Aft had he tald her, an' wi' truth had ſaid, 
che was the Beauty o' the hill an' plain: 
Aft had he ca'd her bonny, charmin' Maid, 
But aye was fear't to tell her o' his pain: 


— 
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He fear't to thole a laſs's proud diſdain; 
| Sae ſtriv*t, by meanin *glints, her heart to move, 
He us't the wooers artfy* wiles i in vain, 
| A ony ane, but her, might ſeen he was in love. 
. 
Straught owre the 9 8515 young PR took her 
way, | 
While wae concern fat anxious on her oh, 
Juſt to the ſpat whar carclefs Dawn lay, 
To ſee gin he her ſtragglan lamb had ſeen; 
une as ſhe fand him ſtreek't alang the green, 
Her modeſt bluſhes tald ſhe was a maid: 
She haflens wiſs't ſae near ſhe had na been, 


Whan thus young Damon to his lovely Pull L 16 
ſaid: 


. 
Whar gangs the queen o' Simmer? bonny laſs! 
What eeran hae ye o' fic preſſan kin“? 
Will ye ſit down upo' the flowery graſs | 
Till Damon tell yea” a Shepherd's min'? 
What if I may, quo' the, a wee recline; 
But, honeſt Shepherd, deed I hardly can; 
Sae, willin*-ſweert, aneath the noon-day ſhine, 
She ſat her doun, while tender Damon, thus began. 
| . 3 
My bonny Shepherdeſs! forgie a ſwain, 
Wha lang has loo'd ye, tho' he didna tell: 
Lang, lang he tried to ſmoor the trueſt pain; 
An' nane alive eber kent o't but himſeP : 
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104 POEMS AND EPISTLES. 
Ves; I hae loo'd ye, an' in love I fell, 
Whane'er I ſaw a face ſac ſweet an' fair; 
For neꝰer a laſs, in either hill or dell, 5 
Coud ever wi' my charmin' Pa1LL1s ance com- 
pare. | 


| XII. 
Wad Pr11.11s loo me, PII LIs ſoud poſſeſs 
A gude bein houſe, wi' haudin neat an' fine; 
Sax acre-braid o' richeſt paſture graſs; 
The grun' was Ramio's ance, but now is mine. 
Twall ſcore o' ſheep, my Pr1LL1s, ſal be thine, 
O' ooy ſheep, the fatteſt o' the plain; 
Frae fauld, or dowcote, may my Pr1LL1s dine, 


Whane'er ſhe likes, on fare, nae ither but her nain. 


PHIL LIS. 


My honeſt ſwain, ye offer fair; 
But my conſent I dare na gie ye: 
My mam, by this time, wearies ſair, 
Sae I maun Cen ſet aff an' lea“ ye. 


DAMON. 


My bonny PI Lis, maun ye gang, 
An' lea' a ſhepherd's heart ſac fair, 


Wha ſae ſincere has lo'ed ye lang, 


An' fears that PHILLIs diſna care? 


POEMS 


Cou'd &era nymph, ſae young an' ſweet, 
Be ha'f ſae cruel to her ſwain, 

As ſee him languiſh at her feet, 

An' never try to eaſe his pain? 
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* 


PHILLIS. 


My gentle ſhepherd! tho! I i NE 
What gude cou'd a my waitin” d 
Unleſs my dad an' mam wad fay't, 

[ hae na't i my power to lo'e ye. 


DAMON: 


Sweet PH1LL1s! be as kind as fair, 
Nor mind your dad, nor minny's ez 
It that be a" ye hae to care, 

Sie me your han”, an” wait nae os 
What tho? your dad and mam ſoud flyte ? 
An' a' your friens be angry wi' ye: 

Gie youthfu* Damon a' the wyte, 
An' than they ſhurely maun forgie ye. 
Ye lang hae held the ſhepherd's heart ; 
An' if your friens ſoud far remove ye; 
Yet Damon feels, thoꝰ we ſoud part, 
His heart, an' ſaul maun ever love ye. 
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PHILLIS. 


My ſhepherd, ye hae won the day, 
An' PII conſent to bleſs my ſwain ; 
For ance my friens I'll diſobey, 
An' mak' my willing heart my nain. 
Yes, Damon ! Pll nae mair conceal = 
The pain, that fills my boſom, langer; 
For I maun yield tolo'e ye weel, 75 
Tho I foud dree my minny's anger. 
thought you aye the ſweeteſt fwain— 
An' what your PHIL Lis thought was true 
That bore a crook alang our plain, | 
An' ſhe cou'd fancy nane but you. 
I grant my han', nae mair I'm coy, 
Sae tak” me, ſhepherd, for I'm . - 
An' let this riſan tear 0'joy _ 
Bede the vi'let's purple flowers. 


DAM ON. 


Roun' Prm1LL1s' lovely neck and waiſt, | 
Let Damon's arms, in tranſport, twine; 

Till, claſp'd in rapture to his breaſt, . 
He birze his vera ſaul to thine. 


An' let him kiſs the tear awa', 1 

That warſles doun thy charmin face 3 3 
An' bleſs the joyous hour that ſaw 

The den, trueſt pair DRAINS. 


PHILLIS. 


What rural nymph ſae nw now as me! 
Wha in my arms my bonny ſhepherd hae: 
Content, my Damon; is enough wi” thee; 
Gie me contentment, an' Pl ne'er be wae. 
I mind juſt now what brought me owre the brace, 
But love puts trifles frae a lover's mind, 
A lamie frae my fauld had gane aftray, 
An' I came wan'ran o'er the thoughtleſs thing to find. 


DAMON. 


Your lamb, my Pr1LL1s, feeds alang wi” mine; 
I faw't come climman to them frae the dell ; 
Wi Danon's herd I ſaw the ſtraggler join, 
An' wiſs't the ſhepherdeſs might come herſel. 
Sune did I ſee ye—and what tongue can tell 
The joy I fand ſae near to ſee my laſs ? 

| An' now, to own ye queen o' Damox's cell, 

Makes me the happieſt ſwain that ever trode the graſs. 
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Ye ruſtic ſwains, wha guide the ooy Ge” 1 5 
In rural pleaſure, owre the ſiller mead; 
Wha ſpen' the noontide whar your 41 rove, 
An' tune, in ſylvan ſtrains, the vocal reed; 
Twiſt baumy flowers to crown my charmer's 
„ 
Let feſtive mirth begladden every hr: : 
Invoke the Muſes, while your lambkins feed; 
An' bliſs the happy fate o. happier DAMox's bower. 
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O'ER THE MEADS; OR, LOVELY NANCT. 
A SONG. 
TUNE, DAINTY DAVIE. 


LOVELY Naxer ! fair an' gay, 

| Whan Nature, bloomin' ſweet as day, 

Invites you owre the meads to ſtray, 
Obey the calls o' Pleaſure. 

Frae every bough, on hill or plain, 
The warblers charm wi' tunefu' ſtrain | 
An' fall the pretty feather't train 

Sing unadmir't by Nancy. 


CHORUS. 


O gently trip it owre the meads, 
Lovely Nancy! charmin* Nancy! 

Gently trip it owre the meads, 
My lovely, charmin* Nancy. 


While ither ſwains are charm'd to ſee, 

An' taſte the ſweets their acres gie, 

Nae charms the meadows hae for me, 
While abſent frae my Nancy. 
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Aft through yon flowery grove I ſtray'd, 
An kifs'd the peerleſs, lovely mad, 
* Whan heart an' faul wi' joy betray'> 
The love I bore to Nancy. 
O gently trip it owre the mends, xc. 


O now 1 taſte her lips nae mair 
Nor ſee her ſmile, divinely fair, 
But waſte my hours in love anꝰ care, 
Scarce thought on by my Naxcy. 
Sall taufe reports gar you diſcard 
The ſwain wha bears you fic regard; 
Let Love the trueſt flame reward, 
That e'er coud burn for Naxcv. — 
0 gently trip it owre e the meads, &c. 


O' Eve's fair ſex, there's hardly ane, 
For life, will let a lover mane; 
Maids ne'er war made to lie their lane, 


Nor e'er I hope fall Nancy. 
Then yield to join your conſtant fin, 


For why ſoud lovers ſigh in vain? 
Sweet hours o' bleſs the Gods ordain 
To CoLin, an' his Nancy. 
CHORUS. 

Sae gently trip it owre the meads, 
Lovely Nancy! charmin' Naxcy: 
Gently trip it owre the meads, 
My lovely, charmin' Naxcv. 


. E 


1 O Mr. Jenn MA“. 
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AN EFEFATIAIM 


VO bonny words frae Embrow-fide, 
1 To Glaſco, right direcket, 
Came jumpan in, gin e'enin'. tide, 
| Right kind, an' unexpecket : 
An honeſt chiel, lang may he thrive, 
Juſte ram'd it in my gowpen *; 
An', finnan by't ye war alive, 
It ſet me clean a loupinꝰ 15 
WY joy, that night. 


I'm glad to hear ye gat the ſpale 
O' bungl't rhime I ſent ye; 
But wonner aye, how verſe fac ſtale 
Coud ha'f ſae weel content ye. 
i never whiſky us't, nor ſuuff, 
To ſtreek the legs o' fancy; 1 
But pell-mell- lumps o' rhymin' buff 
Come rumlin out by chance aye, 
| Ik ither day. 


* Gowpen, the two hands, 
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Ovre mony ſcribblan chiels o' late 

Hae juſte grown greater aſſes; 
Intent, by force, to fin* the gate 

O' habblan up Parnaflus. 

On Rhime the fowks hae a' gane gite, 
O' ilkattrade an' ſtation ; 
' While bards gae owre, through perfect ſpite, 


Wha rhim'd by inſpiration, 
Afore this day. 


But EE I mak” fic unca din, 
Vet dinna ye be thinkan, 
Whan fauts we ither fowks I ſin', 
That at my nain Pm winkan: 
Though learnin' has, for 1 a life, 
Involv't me in expences 
Vet mony an ingle-bred auld wife 
Has bacth mair wit, an' ſenſes 
Than me, this day. 


Though I've ſeen na years blaw by, 
In whilk I've healthfu' ſtood yet; 

Yet ſpite o't a' they threep that! 
Hae doon but little gude yet. 
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Now fare ye weel, an' I'ſe conclude, 
May bleflins ne'er be ſcanty: 
Lang may the wale o' a' that's gude 
Come hurlan doun, i in plenty, 
Oos ven, ds. 


May peace, an? health attend ye lang, 
By ſadneſs unalloy d; | 
Sic as in fam'd Arcadian ſang 
The ruſtic ſwains enjoy d. 
Life's rareſt ſweets they ſhar't, by nought 
But nature's law confin d; 
Now hardſhips tell reflecting thought, 
Their bliſs was mair refin'd 
5 Than ours, this day. 
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AULD HARRY's ELEGY. 


Death s ſeytbe, relentl fe, Aur: ara 
The beſt an warſt—an' cares na wha ; 
Art nips frae mung the bizy ſtrife 
The vera ſtaufs 0 ſocial life. 


OW Harry's gane — dear help us a“! 
An' frac this warl win wa, 
The canny carle interr d I ſaw, 

In yon yard head, 
Wha thro? the ſtreets gude coals did draw, 
But now he's dead. 


Gair bodies a', now mak” yer mane, 

Auld honeſt Harry's dead an' gane; 

O' carles his like he's left you nane, 

| To Pailley's loſs : 

He hurl'd your coals, without a ſtane, 
An' free o' droſs. 


What tho? ill-natur'd carles crack, 
That Harry whiles a lump coud tak”, 
An' ſlipt it doun at ſome dyke- back, 
To ſer' himſelꝰ: 
A tales are never held for fack 
That claſhers tell. 


POEMS AND ErisrLEs. 
His couts—for faut of freſh proviſion, 
Made aye thro' life a ſhort tranſition; 
What brutes e er fell to his deciſion 
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Sune clos'd their part; 3 


Yet he ne'er fall'd a new edition” 
To fill his cart. 


Sae friendly join'd by ſocial law, 
Ae wee bit placie fer'd the twaz 
Fu" ſoun aſide auld Brownie's tx | 
He wad hae eepet 3 
But wauken'r wy? the funeſtcraw, 


Whan mornin” peepet. 


Ae horſe, they * amang PR Vous 
Had tane a notion o the grave; 2 
An' thoꝰ for owks the brute he drave, 
Aye here an' there, 
The exe creature never thrav e, 
e en 


Sae, whan it left its warly kin, 

Some chieÞ had bargain't for the ſkin ; 

An' Harry thought it maiſt a fin, 
That four gude ſhoon 

Soud cleada its legs, baith fore an” hinꝰ, 

| 1 80 han a' was doon. 
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He try't the ruſtie nails to draw; 
But out they wadna come ava; 
Sae gat ſome hammer, ax, or ſaw, = 
An' fair an' clean, 
Hew'd hin” an fore legs baith awa', 
7 5 Sac did he e'en. 
But, gin ſic oddlike tales be true, 
I canna tell nae mair na you, 
He was a carle match't by few, 
For greed o' gear; 
Howbe't, he's dead an buried now, 
That's ae thing clear. 


Tho? rife o' clink, the wily lown 
A bodle hardly cer laid down, 
But, may be, for a jug o' brown, 
To warm his breaſt; 
An' now an' than a fat ha'f. crown, 
To buy a beaſt. 


He held it aye a facheous gate, 
To uſe, for kail a bruckle plate; 
His luggies o' right ancient date, 

Wi' plural lugs, 
Ne er kent the rough unſonſy fate 


O earthen j Jugs. 
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On Sundays, gin the day was gude, 
By auld hedge-roots he aften ſtood, 
Keen huntan e oh gangrel brude, 
That ga'd his hide; ; 
While e hirplan Brownie chaw'd his cude, 
eee By ſome dyke- ſide. 


O' mony a ſcore he was the death, 
That neſtlꝰd thro” his tatter't graith, 
In SO: an' bores: o' woolen claith, 
W Whardirt had hatch'd them. | 
An' aften bred him muckle ſkaith, 
* RE Till ance he catch'd them. 


He never kent che pridefu” art 
O' haudin' in a ſtreſſan ft; 
He aye loot Nature play her part, 
MùMW.bhan ſhe had need; 
An' 0 how nice he drave the cart, 
But now * s dead. 


7 Fo 


He was an unco kittle chie}, 
An' liket aye the lafſes weel; | 
For mony a time he gart them ſqueel, 0-00 VE" 
Wi' loud gaffa: 

Now yont the arſe o* lyart eilꝰ 
He's ſtown awa'. 


O | : | * 
* N 


118 POEMS AND EPISTLE 8. 


ebend the cube wat the wyte- 5 
O' what it fa's na me to write; 

But ablins i it was juſt thro' ſpite, f 
| | They taul fic flaws, 
An“ wantet to mak black o' white, 
Without a cauſe. 


Tho? he wi” pray'r had been right 88 
An' aft he pray'd baith loud an' lang, 
Auld Harry never thought it wrang 

To work a turn; 


Or tap the vera haly ſang : 
To _ his — 


Fowk ca'd him is a kavieal fool, 
But what the matter—dear an' dool! 
He s co'ert right ſnug wi' Moſes' * ſhool 
1 Aneath a ſtane; 
An' though he's now below the mool, 
Os He's no his lane. 


Now girt an' ſma* may him lament; 
To his lang-hame Auld Harry's ſent, 
Wha o' his gear can weel tak” tent, 
| May him ſucceed: 
But deed I'm fear't its a be ſpent, 
Sin* Harry's dead. 


The Sexton of the Abbey-Church. 


-POEMS AND EPIS TL Es. 


ON 


PER CONTRA. 


Yecanna hinder canty fowk, 
At times, to paſs a harmleſs joke: 
Sae dinna greet, an' I fal' tell, 
Auld Harry's juſt as weel's yerſel'. 
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THE ADVENT'ROUS SEAMAN. 
A 0 N G. 


To be ſung with the Mouth out, that it _ 2 | 
| better to the E on” | 


J. 
LL you that have travell'd the ocean, 
And fail'd over mountain and dale, 

Behold with your ears my condition, : 
And hark with your eyes to my tale. 
All you that are near at a diſtance, 

And you that are diſtant at hand, 
L ling of a dreadful ſea- battle, 

That happen'd, one day, upon land. 

EO 

From England, in Plymouth, we ſail'd, 

In the Lord of our year eighty-five: _ 
Our ſhip was as handſome a frigate, 

As ever was dead, or alive. 
Oar Captain, a tall little fellow, 
Long time had been plagu'd with a . 

uo died thro? a fault in her windpipes, 
As ſoon as ſhe cloſed her life. 


POEMS AND EPISTLES. 121 


We hoiſted our fail for the ocean, 
And briſkly we cruized along; 
But durſt not go out of the harbour, 
Becauſe that the wind was ſo ſtrong. 
But oh! when the ſky roll'd beneath 5 
And billows did over us roar, _ 
I grop'd for my head on my ſhoulders, 
And wiſh'd J had left it aſhore. - 
„ 
One day, very late in the evening, 
I roſe about one of the clock 
And, as I was burden'd with clothing, 
Went up to the cape in my ſmoke. 
Confounded with terror, and ſpeechleſs, 
I utter'd a ſorrowful wail; 
And ſwore by St. George, and St. Patrick, 
| That there was a Frenchman on fail. 
Our captain came down from the cabbin, 
And roar'd with his noſe unto me, 
You dog, ſir! make ready for action, 
Or elſe I ſhall half you in three. 
Then the ſhips they began for to rattle, 
And fired a ball of broadſides; 
Till ſome, that were headleſs and legleſs, 
Were running for fear of their hides. 
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But, long ere the action commenced, 
I found, with the greateſt ſurpriſe, 
As ſoon as I came to compoſure, 
A ſwivel had blown out my eyes. 
So when I look'd up to my eye-balls, 
And ſaw they were blown out indeed, 
caught up my legs in my oxter, 
And walk d on the crown of my head. 
But oh, ſirs! the dreadful maſſacre, 
Our mate he was killed outright; 
Went down to his bed, in confuſion, 
And died the next morning, at night. 
Our captain came up to give orders, 
And ſwore he had nothing to ſay; 
Then jumpt overboard, in a fright, 
When they told him his head was away. 
. VIII. 
However the Frenchman ſubjected, 
And lower'd his mainmaſt with ſpeed ; 
Their captain gave orders for ſtriking, 
As ſoon as he found he was dead. 
Next morn we reſolved for Portſmouth, 
As ſoon as the moon ſhould ariſe; 
So faſten'd a maſt to her mainſail, 
And tow'd her away for a prize. 
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LT ◻äf 
Our crew, when they landed at Dublin, 
Reſolving to find out their wives, 
Had ty'd up their legs in a napkin 
And run away wanting their lives. 
But your ſervant I landed quite ſober, 
And hardly could open my mouth, 
Went into a toyſhop in London, | 
And eat a whole rabbit for drowth. 
But now I'm ſo plenty of money, 
I'm forc'd for to beg up and down; 
And if you can't give me a ſhilling, 
I'll juſt be content with a crown. 
I'm ſure you may hear that 'm wounded, 
And ſee how dejected I cry: | 
I wander all night upon horſeback, 
With neither a leg nor an eye. 
„ 8 
I now go a begging, good people, 
And when you have nothing to give, 
PH die, and be buried in Ireland, 
And then I'll give over to live. 
And, when I am clos'd in my coffin, 
Pray ſcratch on the lid with your knife, 
<« Here lies an adventurous ſeaman, - 
That ne'er was on board in his life.” 


— 
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THE WASPOBEESONIADE. 
4 rma preliaque can 


WRE NEE fiels I wauket air, 
To taſte the ſweets o* morn; 
An' fat me down, devoid o care, 
Aneath an eldren thorn : | 
The Sin, frac yont an Eaſtlan' hight, 
Was up the ether ſlidan; 5 
An' owre the lawns, in gleeſome light, 
The glancin' ray was glidan, | 
Sweetly, that — 


= IE 
Aboon my head, in frienly crook, - 
The branches war extendet; 
An', to the grun', at ilka nook, | 
The flowery ſpray was bendet: 
In mantlan climb, the ivy green 
A' here an' there was creepan; : 
An' frae ilk boughtie might been ſeen 
The early Linnets cheepaean 
Ik beir ſang, chat mY 
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” „„ 
Near me was plac't a ſkepp o Bees, 
On ſtoops, baith fore an' hinwart, 
Wadg't in atween twa willow trees, 
An' airtan to the ſin wart: 
Some antran anes, about the door, 
Crap bumman 2 thegither; 


While ither wheens, in ſocial foar,  ' 


Play d fun wi” ane anither, 
| P the 5 that bn 
I glowr't a while wi' girt ER 
W Whan, huthran in a thrang,. 
Out frae their hole, at unca rate, 
They driftet wi a bang: 
On ithers doups they ſtack their ſpurs; 
While I beheld wi” wonner ; | 
Till faft, ike ony knot o' burs, 
Tay clung, in mony a hunner, 
Fu cloſe, that day. 
V. 
Upo' a noddan bough I ſaw 
A hiveo' waſps near by them; 
In mony a warlike file, an' raw, 
For I could bra'ly ſpy them: 


For bludie faught they leuk't right keen; 


| An' ſturdy waſps they war; 
Dignt out in 2 their graith ſae clean, 
That glanc't like ony ftar 


Sae bright, that day. 


P 


2 
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I faw ac king-like Hero prance; ESE een e 
Up i' the centrè cockan; 
In his braid tail he bore a lance, 
Wad pierc't through ony dockan ; 
"Twas Hummo, filvert owre wi' age, 
Wha held the higheſt ſtation; 
Inſpir't the ranks wi' martial rage, 
An', ina wiſe oration, 
Thus ſpak”, that hs. 
e Ye bauld, . feariels gang, rf 
„ Renown't, victorious ban”; | 
“ Aneath whaſe brandiſh't, maſſy ſtang, 
Ten thouſan' Bees hae fan? 
< Lang at yer head, I've tane the fiel”; 
« An' fought at great deciſions: 
« Learnt you to march, retreat, an' wheel, 
08 An' rank in right diviſions, 
- This mony a day. 
| VIII. 
<& Now tak' yer King's advice again; 
« An' dinna mak” a mock ot, 
& Wha never rais't his arſe to ane, 
e That e' er outliv't the ſtroke o't: 
& For ance, exert yer utmoſt {kill 
& We can do nought without it: 
« Ye ſee a ſkepp there at our will, 
„ Weel cram'd, I dinna doubt it, 
Wi' cames, this day. 


* 
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« Fear na to join in fierce attack, N 
« While I lead on the fran: _ 
„An' curs't be he wha turns his back, 
« Afore we've gain't the day: 
« Haud up yer ſauls, an' let us till't, 
Jo win thir new fun” regions; 
« Plounge up yer ſabres to the hilt, 
“Till Bees _ doun in legions, | 
& *.CauP ” this day. 9 
| X. | 
Thus fpake the Hero, auld in arms; 
An' fam'd in ſang an? ſtary; 
While round him warriors flew in Frarma, 
Intent on death or glory: f 
The Bees, by this time, had obſerv't 
The hoſtile ban's intention; 
An' dreadan how. they wad be ſerv? ; 
AﬀembP't a convention. 
Mi _ that any 
XI. *. 

Doun on their groof lay five or fax; 1 * 2 
An form'd à riſan ent. 1 
While, viewan proudly free their idle £0 

The King fat thron'd in ſtate: OR 
His houghs, ancath him, fair an' clean, e 
War o' the yellow hue; *** 
An' on his hinderlets war ſen 
The 1 an' the blue, 4 10 
ab 81 44 Fu' gay, 0 e | h 
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„ 
At mony a toolzie he eee e 
An' led the warlike fwarm, 
Wha wad hae ſkaiPd their herteſt maar 
Or he had met wi' harm: 
His rump had never worn a dart; 
Yet he was ſkilPd an' wiſe, 
To raiſe ilk doughtie chiftain's heart, 
Wha fought for honour's prize, 
85 On ony 1 
| XIII. 
While roun' their noble chief they wee 
A' thicken't in croud; _ | 
His hale brigade the King addreſs't, | 
In ſpeech baith lang an' loud: 
A ſilence girt he gart prevail; 
An' ilka Bee attendet; 
While foul ane mov't a wing or tail, 
"Till he had fairly endet 
mm ſpeech, that day. 
. „„ 
Thus ſpake the Monarch: Lend your lugs, 
* Bees o' a' ſorts an' ſexes; 
« Yon pilferan ban” o' thievan rogues, | 
Four Liege's mind perplexes: 
They ſeem right hoſtilely inclin't, 
% For J obſerve their motions; 
LAn' to chaſtiſe them I'm deſign't, 
* For ficken fooliſh notions, 
T This vera day. 


; XU | 
Mean time go, Fuxno, honeſt ſcout; 

„ Conccal yerſel? right near them; 

An' fin'exack their number out, 

« Gin we'll hae cauſe to fear them: 

« But dinna let them hear yer voice, 

6“ Or alle, ye Il ſtan” in danger; 

For gin ye bum, an' mak a noiſe, 

= IEP ken ye for a ſtranger, 
OO »& Fu wee, this day.“ 
| 8 
Thus order't, Fun no flew awa'; * 
An' in a while come back! 

He had obſerv't them ane an' a', 

An' thus began his crack: | 
« My Sov'reign Leige, by your comman', 
I hae ſurvey't the thrang; 

4 An' I've fund out, the thievan ban 

" ' bs Prue twa thouſanꝰ ſtrang 
F 
| XVII. | 

The Chief reply d. My choſen few, 
Aſſemble a' in fight : | 

« Confider, we hae life in view, - 

In fightin” for our right: 
* Ve uſeleſs cowart drones, I ſee, 
© Gae get ye a' behin': | 
Ae polith't ſtang wad gar ye flee, . 
Like chaff afore the win, 
In crowds, this r. 
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| XVII 
cc mo haſte, I ſee the Md 
&«& Right certain to defeat us; 
155 Rang't a' in order, front an” rear, 
« An' haſt'nin” on to meet us; 
% Keep cloſe to me, an tent wi care 
« Ye wauk by my perſuaſion ;_ _ 
* An' we'ſe gar them repent right fair 
= O' © a bauld invaſion 
5 90 55 this day.” 
Thus ſpak* the King, an' on he flew; - / 
An unco Bee he was; | 
He ſhook his tail, an' rumple blue, 
An' bumm'd out nd huzzas: 
The fwarms engag't, wi' fleefu' din, 
Death gade wi ilka ſtroke ; 
Their noiſe was like a rowan lin 
That hurls owre ſome rock _ 
al „Nieht loud, that day. 
| XX. | 
Humyo, the Waſps' enriged chief, 
Flew furious thro? the ranks þ 
Ik wing was like a cdaver leaf, 
His legs like gowan-ſhanks 
Stern bauldneſs wanton'd in his brow; 
Strength fat on ilka joint; 
Fu' mony an arſe his ſtang gade thro !- 
Like ony needle- point, 2 
| Fu' ſtrang, that 3 
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-— a. 
He ſought to meet the royal King, . 
On purpoſe him to lay ; 


For on his death, he kent, wad hing 
The fortune o the day: | 
Clean thro? the vera thickeſt fight 
Fe teuk his fearleſs rout, | 
An', killan dizzens in his flight, 
He 2 t to find him out, : 
| Right 2 that day. 
„ 
GrumBo, a Bee o' monſtrous ſize, J 
Oglan the Waſp aſklent, 
Io meet him quickly onward hies, 
Suſpeckan his intent; oe 
Byrne up his wally rump he rear'd, 
An' ſtruck wi' ſicken art, | 
Thro' Hummo's wame the weapon ſhear' d, 
An', to his vera heart, _ 
Kan in, that day. 
- XXII. 
Sac Hummorfell, aneath an arm 
Muightier than his by far, | 
The ſturdieſt Waſp in a' the warm, 
An' lang praGtis't to war: 
Athort the lines, in tenfauld rage, 
Spur'd on by dire revenge, 
In thrangs, the madd'nan Waſps engage, 
An mony a ſtab exchange, 
I᷑0᷑ the field, that day. 
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| TR 4, 
In girt ſuſpenſe the battle ſtood, E 
They fell in heaps thegither; ; 
An' mony an unco jaw o' blood 
| The ſkail't to ane anither : 
Laigh doun ee on the green, | 
Some, iꝰ the fray, had loſt their e en, 
While, 3 _ creepet, | 
crauPt, that day. : 
| 2 | | 
Had loſt, perchance, a ſtang by't: 
c Some, habblan on, without al eg, 
War tholin' muckle wrang byt : 
Wheens cripplan, dowleſs, frae the ſtrife, / 
| Wi juſte ae wing War fleean: | 
Some lay without a ſpunk o life, 
An' N juſte war dyan, | 
wy wounds, that day. 
XXVI. 
At laſt the Waſps began to flee, 
An' in a ban” up drew them: 
The Bees beheld wi? gladſome ee, 
An' haſten't to purſue them: 
They ſune had flown out o' my ſight, 
Ayont ſome hether braces: 
I view'd a wee their diſtant flight ; 
* rax't myſel' an” raiſe, 
Weel pleas't, that 255 
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Tune, * Coman through the Broom" 


F 
27 L. 
1 Y Peccir ſhe's a bonny laſs, 
Her face is fair, her een ſae clearie: 
She's aye ſae ſaft, fac ſweet, an' kind, 
1 wiſs I had her for my Dearie. 
. 
There's no a maid on a? the green 
Iuhhat's ha'f ſae gay, or ha'f ſae cheary : 
Nae ſwain wad be ſae bleſs't as me, 
If I coud ca' her but my Dearie. 
OO 
Ye fowk o' ſtate, o' power, an' rank, 
Gae range for beauties far, or neatie, 
PI ne'er envy yer faireſt choice, - 
Wad PoolE only be my Dearie: 
. | 
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OL oo 
Gin ſhe war mine, I wadna grien | 
For heaps o' gather't goud or gearie ; 
Pd live content, an' bleſs the day 
That bade my Pxzccit be my Dearie. 
She'll may be yield to eaſe my pain, 
An' bid me dight the fa'an tearie; 
An' I hae hopes that yet, thro” time, 5 
She'll may be yield, an' be my Dearie. 
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| LF Bray Nancy! hark a while, 
An' hear what CoLin's Muſe adviſes ; 
The rural Muſe, wha kens nae guile, 
An' flatt'ry's fair deceit deſpiſes. 
„% 0 
Now, at the noontide o' yer day, 
In pleaſure's fairy lap ye're lyan ; 
An' vice, to lure yer faul aſtray, LE 
Its beſt concerted wiles is tryan. - | 
Tho? ye be fraught wi' ilka grace, 
That can a noble ſaul diſcover ; 
Tho? a' the beauties form yer face, 
That e' er conſpir't to win a lover: 
Tho? wiſdom a' yer boſom warms, 
wr wit, an' ſweetneſs ſac beguilan ; 
Tho? he beholds unnumber'd charms, Oe f 
Whaever ſees my Nancy ſmilan: 1 
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1 

Yet Nancy maun ſubmit to fate, 

An' may uncertain time remind her, 
That, may be at nae diſtant date, 
She'll leave her deareſt friends behind her. 
Let Nancy, then, be gude an' wiſe, 

An' let na folly aye amuſe her: 
This is her CoLtn's beſt advice, 

The dictate of a heart that lo'es her. 


. 
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2 


TO MISS 
WITH SOME UNRIPE GOOSEBFRRIES. 
"HAR weſtlan' Zephyres ſweetly blaw 
The ruſtlan foliage of the trees; 
Whar dainty yards, an' meadows bra', 

- Conſpire wi' a' their ſweets to pleaſe; 
1 ; 
Stans En#N's wee bit grun, conhin'd 
Wi' ten years growth o dowan thorn; 
Whar flowers, that ſcent the &enin” wind, 
Bloom lovely to the riſan morn. 
1 Re 
Whar ſhrubs th' unripen'd berries ſhar'd, 
Whilk frae their thorny ſtauks I drew; 
An' bade a female frienꝰ regard | 
I so0 ſee them ſafe ta'en doun to you. 
| | IV. 1 
Lang may ye bloom in ilka grace, 
To far-aff-years be blyth an' gay; 
May frowns ne'er thraw yer charmin' face, 
Nor temper e' er be four as they. 
5 . 
Adorn't wi? youthfu* charms compleat, 
Lang may ye trip the Howery green: 
Lang be admir't, an” lang be ſweet, 
As they, gin harveſt days, had been. 


Tune, T he Mucking o Geordy's Byre, 


* 


I. | 
OW vext am I now whan I think oft, 
How ance I gade out to the plain; 
An', hint a' the ſhearers, wi' Pzcov, 
I bindet the buttles o' grain! 
O coud I ca? back the ſweet moments, 
Wan Pod allow't me a ſmile; 
It eas't a* the troubles o' harveſt, 
An' lighten't the hardſhip o' toil. 
IL: 
Her locks I wad touzl't an- plaittet, 
An' fauldet the ringlets ſae ſweet; 
Or pu'd her a poſie o' gowans, 
An' laid them in babs at her feet. 
I gather't the pinkies an' roſes, 
For roſes aye pleaſed her e'e: 
An', O! whan {he laugh't at my kindneſs, 
Nae lad was ſae happy as me. 


i 
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O! aft whan I teaz'd her, an' vex't her, 
She liftet a clod or a ſtane; 
But aye ſhe teuk tent, whan ſhe kuſte it, 
She ne' er wad hae broken a bane. 
How kindly ſhe flate, whan J kiſs't her, 
An' ca'd me a hav'rel tyke; 
But now ſhe's ta'en up wi” anither 
Sae I may gae court whar I like. 
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TO Mr. J Keie, 


„ 


AN EPISFLE. 


RA”, hearty, canty, rhiman chiel; 
L e'en maun wi' ye tak? fareweel; 
By thuds, whilk hecht nae gude, I feel 
That we maun part, 


Though i in real fact, I lo'e ye weel _ 
Wi' a my heart. 


But, ſoud I lea my native place, 

Our correſpondence ſinna ceaſe; 

Your wittie lines PI aye careſs, 
An', in a crack, 


Though it ſoud gie my brain a ſtreſs, 
Pſe write ye back. 


The fleetan hour I'd rather paſs 

Wi' Jami, an' a reaman glaſs, 

That charms the heart o' lad an' laſs, 
Wy honeſt chear, 


Than row amang a glitt'ran maſs 
O' ill won gear. 
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My temper, | honeſt Bard, I'Il ſay, 
Coud ne'er to dulneſs e er gie way; 
An' aft my turn led me aſtray, 
„ ln time, | 
To ſpan”, wi' glee, a  fimmer's s day 
At canty rhime. 


Twas aye the paſtime I regardet; 
Though Ivy ne'er my brow rewardet, 

| Yet many An hour, I'm ſure, I ſpar'd it, 
- WY candle light; z 
While ithers ſnor'd I never car'd it 

To ſpenꝰ a night. 


Nae nat' ral philoſophic blether, „ 
Bout inclination 0? the weather, 
on on a ſclate, a furlong tether 7 
Io tell by inches 
Inclin'd wy faul, in rhime I'd rather 
Lampoon the wenches. 
On beuks to hone my rhimin' razor, 
Gies aye my mind ſuperiour pleaſure; 
Or, gin my wark affords me leiſure, 
: To ſen” adrift 
Some chield, in canty ſweeman meaſure, 
Aboon the lift. 
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Our mutual crambo, free O' guile, 
Till Pm frac this maun ſtop a while; 
Yet on 8 may the ems ſimile, 
. An' grant yer faul 
Wi feſtive mirth may time beguile, 
Till ye're grown ny, 


* 


P. S. Before I gang, or it be lang, 


I'ſe hae a crack wi? Jams; 
Nae Paiſley chiel, I wat right weel, 
Sic pleaſure e er coud gie me. 


The bonny Fair, the Poet's care, 
Make ſubject o' yer lays aye; 
Ne'er grudge yer time, in cauler rhime 
To gie the laſſes praiſe aye. . 


The Bards langſyne, though Maſſic wine, 
In golden bowls regal'd them; 
The cauld repaſt ne*er pleas'd their taſte, 
If fair Helenas fail'd them. | 


But ilka tide let Virtue guide, 
An' lawleſs paſſions fetter, 
Keep ay yer blude in ſober mood, 
An' than ye'll fare the better. 
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Some after day. 


eld ſubjection 


tyi 
Or, Ie be bail, it finna fail 
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aci 


To Reaſon's ſway let Senſe obey, 
To lend ye ſaut reflection 


An' t 


F 


4. 


| JOCKEY AND JENNY. 


W 


16 HT caum, alang yon flowery glade, 
Whar beachen foliage form'd a ſhade, 
Twa rural lovers laid them doun, | 
A gude wheen miles frac ony town; ; 


Ihe reek, in lazy volumes, raiſe 
Frae claughans far ayont the braes; 
The friſkan bleaters a' aſtear, 
War nibblan gayly far an' near. 


In ſhaggy wave, the awny grain 
Had whiten'd owre the hill an' plain; 
While gleeſome ruſtics, as they ſtray'd, 
The laughan fiels wi” joy ſurvey'd. 


On ae place fat the artleſs Dow, 

Retir'd frae bizy haunts to woo; 

The Black-bird, frae the noddan ſpray, - 
Was whiſtlan ſweet his ſylvan lay. 
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The lintwhites, owre the echoin' dale, 
Frae buſſes chirm'd their little tale; 


While lavrocs, ſoaran far aboon, 
War warblan out their varied tune. 


Now ilka place wi' fweeteſt muſic rang, 
| Whan the young lovers Join'd the general ſang: 
Jockxy, the braweſt lad that eber was ſeen; 
Jexxr, the faireſt laſſie on the n , 


JOCKEY. 


ce Sweet as the mornin” finſhine on the lawn; 
« Blyth as the early lark that hails the dawn 
« Mild as the beams that gild the c'enin” ſky, 
An' ſaft as ſimmer gales that whiſtle 122 | 


« Pair as the lily, ruddy as the roſe, 

_< Straught as the pine, that on the mountain 
Om; 

« Sic is my JENNY, when ſhe treads the how 

« Or ſkiffs alang the flowery green wi* me, 


J ENN Y. 


« Kind is my Jockkv, thus to ca? me fair, 
* An' ſhaw he thinks me wordy o' his care; 
i The pride o' a* our meadows, whan he wauks, 


« Sweet whan he ſings, an” pleaſant whan he tauks. 


| 
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146 POEMS AND EPISTLES. | 
« Wha wadna lo'e a lad, fac blyth an' young, 
4 An' wha deny to hear fac fweet a tongue? 


Sing on, my Swain, till duſky e en appears, | 
e cheerfu ſtrain your raptur'd. Jzxxy hears. 5 


3 0CER YL... 


& I like to-ſee the mornin' riſan fair, 
< To ſee my herdies to the ſiels repair, 
& To ſee the bloom upo' the woodlan” trees, 
An' ſnuff the freſhneſs o' the mornin” breeze. 

« I like myſel' to chirm a wee bit ſang, 

5 Or hear the muſic of the fylvan thrang ; 
I like to wauk whan flowers are i' the blaw, 
<« But like my Jzxxy better than them a“. 


. 


& I like to ſee the gay approach o' ſpring, 
% Whan frae the branches a' the warblers fing; 
ce J like to view the ſpotleſs ſimmer flower, 
“ That blooms aneath the lately fallen ſhower. 


« On meads I like to ſee the lambkins play, 
4 Or owre the rocky height the kids to ſtray ; 
] like to ſee the bloom our trees adorn, 
“ An' ſmell the ſweetneſs o' the flourifh't thorn. 
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|  « Whan Simmer fins Ipeel to their mid-day ſtage, 
« An' ſkail abraid their beams w!' glowan rage; 
« T like to trace the ſhade in yonder grove, 
« But better far I prize my Jockeys love. 


60 Win h bn 3 
« I view their ilka grace wi' cauld diſdain ; 
Nane o' them a' coud ever tak my e'e, 


6 For nane can wauk, or ſpeak, or laugh like thee. 


« Tho? flowers confpire to mak” the meadows fair, : 
They canna pleaſe me, if ye be na there 
A' I enjoy kind Heaven might weel hae ſpar't, 
Gin lovely Jenny diſna yield to ſhare't.” 


« I trow yer love, an' bleſs the happy hour, 
«© That firſt I faw ye at our woodlan? bower ; 
* Than, whan I met ye on the brairdie hill, 
We ſta* my youthfu* heart and keep it ſtill. 


<« E'en whan the rival ſwains, at times, war ſeen 
«© To pw? the bonny flowerets o' the green, 
* Whan ilk ane try't to bear awa' the gree, 
* At buſkin' up the braweſt bab for me. 


4 The laughan roſe, the pride o' hill an” dale; 


The hawthorn flower, an' pinkies no a few; 
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__ © Thepurple vilet, ſweeteſt on the plain pi 
91 The lily, faireſt o* the flowery train; | 


ec The FO cowllip, an” the * _ | 


« The mountain daiſie, an” the ſeggan blue; 5 


12 Blue hether bells, the crawtae ſweet an ' mild, 
& Wi' a' the bloſſoms o' the rural wild. 


« Sic youthfuꝰ ſhepherds aft beſtow'd on me, 
& (Jo gain my love, by pleafin' o* my e'e; | 
4 But Jenny's heart, unconſcious o' deſign, 
« Giedaye the prize frae *mang them a to thine.” 


> OCKE "x > 


&« Wad JENwy promiſe aye to lo'e her ſwain, 
% My love ſoud never change for greed o gan 5 ; 
te I wadna break my aft-repeated vows, 
* To wed the miſtreſs o' a hunder plows. 


« Hard is the fate o' ony doleſs tyke, 
& That's forc't to marry ane he diſna like; 
c An' forfeits Hka after-day o' caſe, 
& The wretched likin' o' his friens to pleaſe. 


1 
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« But bleſt the ſwain, wha has nae cauſe to mourn, . 


i Whaſe weel-try't paſſion meets a kind return; 
« Whaſe honeſt flame is free o art or guile, 
An burns, rewardet by the fair one's mile. 


JENNY. 


„ But if I wed wi' JOCKEY, maun I yield 
« To leave my minnie, an' our lanely bield ; 
% To mak nae langer lafſie-wark my care, 
An' guide my eldren mam an dad nae mair. 

Nae mair to ſkelp, barefittet, owre the knows, 

% Wyr kiltet coats, to milk my daddie's ewes; 
Jo tent our flocks, alang the graſſy lawn, 
© An' bid the lambkins thrive aneath my haun. 


ce Nor garl ans wWeave , to while the hour awa' :. 
Maun I conſent to be cor-fin't for life, 
lf T agree to be my Jocxæ vs wife?” 


JOCKEY. 


« A' that can pleaſe the taſte, or charm the e'e, 
Sal be my Jexnxry's, if ſhe wed wi' me; | 
Nor fal I &er her youthfu” heart confine 
To wauk by ony thrawart rule o' mine.” 
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N NX. 
I yield, my Swain. Now, let us cloſe our ſang, 
„ hope we'll meet ſome bonny day or lang; £ 
* Out ore the mead I e'en maun tak” my way, 
The Sin right far has harl'd on the day. 


c In bonny glances, ſee, the eddyan ſtream; 

c Reflects the light, an' glitters wi” the beam: 
Ye hae my heart, an' ſune ye'ſe hae my haun, 
J mak a vow, an' JENNx's vow ſal ſtan”. ; 


6 


** 


JO KR E Y: 


& Adieu, my Love! an' let this ſpreadan tree 
ce Bear witneſs to your promiſe gi'en to me; 
* Tl to the fiels, an' view my noddan grain, 
% That JENNY ſune may challenge for her nain.” 


Thus ſung the Swain, an' thus the yieldan Maid 
A mutual paſſion for the Youth betray'd; 
Sae let ilk laſs her wooer's flame approve. . 
An' ilka lad be guileleſs in his love. 


* 
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THE HAPLESS SWAIN, 


A $ O N 6. 


> 
TO yonder flowery vale, 
Upon a Summer's day, 
To tell his love-lick tale, 
_ «Young CorLix took his way, 
And to the ſound, ; 
While CoLiN fung | 
The lambkins young 
Did friſk around. 
A maid ſo ſweet and fair, 
Young Nancy, he did woo: | 
She was his only care; 
His paſlion it was true ; 
But Nancy ſhy, 
Io eaſe his pain, 
And bleſs the Swain, 
Would ne'er comply. 
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II. 


This was young Colix's ftrain : 


My pretty lambs, farewell ; 


Adieu, each ſhepherd ſwain, | 


On mountain or in dell: 
Ye nymphs, adieu, : 
As ſweet and gay, 
As flowers in May, 
And Naxcy too. 
IV. 


Then or the dewy = 


I ſaw the Shepherd ſtray ; 
I faw him break his reed, 
And throw his crook away; 
Then laid him down, 
And, with a figh, 
He clos'd his eye, 
Poor hapleſs clown! 
V 


I ſaw the Shepherd die, 


And it did grieve me ſore, 
For, ere I could come nigh, f 
Alas! he was no more. 

O Nancy! mourn, 
Your faithful Swain, 
To yonder plain, 
Shall ne'er return, 
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TO MR. 1 K* 


AN EPISTI E. 


Send nae mae fic dolefu' ſtrains! 

Let ſorrow breathe i in verſe nae mair 

Let gladnefs cheer the pride o- ſwains, 
To tune the hre, a an 3 the fair. 


* — —— — wn ot * 4. AS m_—_ r 2 3 2 V5 Pi * N 
e he r r ze IA WTR; WE 35 3 1 
S — r — r D 


n —— 
Tr CI? /4 .4 * N is 1 a I 222 — Py — 2 
* "A * . N 8 5 3 T n 7 = is 97 A Fo 4 $54 4 — 
7 ³¹ ] ea ISS fo iS TOS b ery go Aran et fn nn et A a ng = : | 2 


LICL 


5-10 — . 
S 
2 tens 


SES = CEN WES, 
2 3 — — — 


8 1 
* Sy” a: 2 
GY note 8 
n 


Let never fadneſs ſour thy blis, | 
Nor grief contract thy brow ſerene; 

Fail time wi' fancy's eager kiſs, 

An' hug wi' joy the preſent ſcene. 


What tho? the Fates unvaried doom 

| That abſence frae my friend I bear? 

| Yet Winter's cauld, or Simmer's bloom, 
Shall raiſe 8 ardor here. 


An' near ſome bonny, Kier“ glade 
Pl aft employ my ſolar hours, 
To court the Mufe's heavenly aid, 
An' pu' frac Nature fancy's flowers. 


—— — © = 
IT. 


r:4 POEMS AND EPISTLES. 


My Muſe ſhall tell, whan Simmer reigns, 
How Zephyres wave their baumy wings ; 

An' how, to cheer the landart ſwains, 
Her gratefu* tribute Flora brings. 


How bowers, the theme o' mony a ſang, 
Protect frae Phoebus” ſcorching beam; 

An' faft, the pebbl'd ſhore alang, ; 
How ſweetly rows the purlan ſtream : 


An' how, in Winter, owre the fiels 
Nae mair, wi' pleaſure, now we roam, 
Whan ice hings glitt'ran frae our biels, 
An' froſt ſurrounds Palemon's dome. 


Sae ſoud ye ſpen' the leiſure hour, 
Nor min' the ſtealan ſlide o' time; 

It hauds the ſaul frae turnin' ſour, 
Whan ane gies vent to thought in rhime. 


| Think, Jams, tho' the haun o' Fate, 


Soud now yer higheſt wiſhes blaſt ; 
Learn ne'er to grumble at yer ſtate, 
An' houp to gain her ſmile at laſt. 


Now, may the Muſe inſpire yer lay, 


An' Clyde's fair banks fal hear yer fame, 


An' ſwiftly as it glides away, 


Sac may the Poet's honourable name. 


4 0 FOANnkgL 
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\ ULD Joanxa i' the brae 


Had na ſhe ae wee bit fau't, 


Scarce ye' Il fin* her match in twenty. 


She's the lady o' a yard, | 
An' her houſe is bienlie thacket ; 
Nane gangs ſnodder to the fair; 
But the jute is broken-backet. 
ji . 
Whiles, whan I gade owre the burn, 


Vont the green, and thro? the thraſhes, 


hae lain an' heard her ſing, 
An' to hear how glib ſhe gaſhes ! 
Ance ſhe offer't me her haun, 
But I gloum't, an* wadna tak? it; 
I had nought to charge her wi', 
Only Jo' was broken-backet. 
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She has e' en a wally leg, | 

- Clean, an' white as ony lily; 
Though her locks be lyart-grey, 

She's as daft's a Highlan' filly. 
Jo? wad fain ſkep in wi? me, 

Gin the carlin coud but mak” it; 
But can I, ſae ſtout an young, | 

Wed an auld wife broken-backet ? 
| „ 

Wi' a ribban round her mutch, 

An' her hair fu' neatly faulded, 
She gade aye right trig aboon, 

An' the lik't, whan ithers tauld i it. 
Pm ſae needfu' o? a wife, 

I coud maiſt wi' her be tacket ; | 
Jo? may mak” a kindly mate, 

Tho? the jute be broken-backet. 
Wad ſhe let me wear the purſe, 

I ſoud try to live right happy, 
WY a random ſtoup o' brown, 
Whar I kent the ale was nappy. 

Than, what needet ane to care, 
How ill mindet carles cracket : 
I'll gae kipple to wi? Jo, 
Tho? the jute be broken-backet. 


— 


FRIEND UNFORTUNATE IN THE WORLD. 


OW I hae fund a leiſure wee, 
Whilk ſtudents ca- Vacation; 
An', tho' I'm ſcarce in rhimin' kee, 

I want na inclination : . 
Sae, as I ken ye merit weel 
The beſt my Muſe can gie ye, 
To lilt, in rhime, a fourſome reel, 


| Bet right or wrang, here's to og 
Aff loof, this day. 


It's now ſae lang an- laſt we met, 
I'm ſure I wadna ken ye; 
But, what a frienꝰ ſoud firſt be at, 
My wordy Sir, How fen' ye? 
Sonce fa' yer apen, honeſt heart, 
Whar double guile ne'er hauntet ; 
Tho? Fortune, Jade, ſoud a' deſert, 
The generous ſaul ne'er wantet 
: A frien', nae day. 
T 
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In giddy, thoughtleſs mirth, a wee, 
Let Fortune's vot'ries revel ; 
Yet, frae the tap o' fun, ye'll ſee 
They'll get an unco devel. 
Sune as the wheel gangs whiſkan roun', 
They'll fin, wi' waefu' jum'le 
That, tapſalteerie, upſide doun, 
The face o' things will tumle 
wr RR that day. 


Gude ſenſe to Fate maus aften cowre, 
Frae Vice's biddinꝰ ſwervan 0 
While nat' ral fools to rank an* power 

SHE hainches, undeſervan. 
Aft at a ſtaun what road to tak', 
The dehtor grows a villain, 
Lugs up Brown * Jennet on his back, 
To hunt HER ſmile by killin” 
Our faes, this day. 


The ſea-bred wight SHE wheedles fair 
HER promiſe to pit faith in, 

Whan, at the cloſe, the Sailor's fkair 
Is aften toil for nacthing; 


bs Brown Fennet, a knaplack, 
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The new-liatch't trader, lur d awa', 
Gets luck a while to ſport on; . 
But, after mony a riſe an' fa', 
An Envoice o misfortune 
5 Turns up, ſome day. 5 


I've fund HER feckfu Hang myſel', 
An' dree't HER rough commaun, Sir, 
An' Fortune's cudgel, let me tell, 
Is no a willie-waun, Sir : 


The freckeſt whiles hae own't HER dought, 


An' deed it's little wonner, 
SHE brings the chieldie aft to thought, 
Wha trow'd himſel' aboon er, 
Far, far, ae day. 


High rais't wi' houp, baith late an' air, 
Pve jaumph't to houble at er; 
An', after a. my fiz an care, | 
Hae made it foul haet better. 
But now T' let HER juſte abee, 
An' wait HER blin' deſign o't: 
Come weel, or want, it's ane to me, 
SHE e'en may tak? her min' ot, 
En tout }, this day. 


+ En tout, in every thing. 
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But, Sir, my wandocht, ruſtic Muſe, 
Gane hafflens daiz't an' doitet, , 
Begins to glunch, an' hing her brows, 
Like ane grown capernoitet : _ 
She ſwears lang thought'll crack my head, 
A” the can do to help me; 
An', gin I rhime wi? fic a greed, 
PI get the tauze to ſkelp me 
To ſenſe, ſome day. 


Na *deed, quo* I, my bonny dear! 
Yer ſervan's juſte in tid for' t; 
It's no ſac aft his brain's aſteer, 
To heeze him in a mood for't : 
Sae, gruntan kuttie, haud yer jaw, 
At crambo Þ le be canty, 
Gin I ſoud rive my brain in twa, 
Like ony broken chanty, 
1 5 Dr plate, this day. 


Noto, Sir, to yon: Gin J hae ſhanks, 
That's no o' travel grudgin', | 
Let Fortune lade my jaws wi? branks, 
But I fal fee yer lodgin'. 
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The ills o' Fate, in drink, we'll drown; + 


The chappin-ftoup'U ſort er, 
Gin there's a keg, in a' yer town, 
O' ſtrong _ or o porter 


To bouze tht day. 2 


* 


That time, I think, I maiſt dg ſwear, 
Whan we come to our ſenſes, 

We'll hardly be in tid to ſpeer 

Ihe uſe o' Moods an' Tenſes: 

Dry claſſic ſtuff, how Verbs an? Canes | 
Agree wi” ane anither; * ' 

An', arm in arm, like kippl't houns, 1 
Gang linket 5 thegitner; 7-5 

e this day. 


The need 0? oats lines, an, fragt, 
In ſyſtems Mathematic, 
An, how the road to kennin's taught, 
By help o' lear Socratic. 
How ſcholars proove the Moon” 8 a * 
Wi' Syllogiſtic blether 
An how the warl', gin they PTV 
Hing's waumlan at a tether 


P the air, this day. 
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Sic Spiel jargo to the mind 


O' Newtons may gie pleaſure; 
If they to ſtudy are inclin'd, 

By ſtarts, whan they hae leiſure. 
Gie chiels, like you an' me, a haul 

O' Liſbon, or Canary; 
This, this man, heezes up the faul, 

In rapture, through tho carry, 

e this _ 


My frien', what ye're wi” care oppreſt, 
By Poortith's vile intruſion; 

An' hardſhips fair, a waefu' neſt, 
Pit a' things in confuſion, 


Let ills an' troables rair at will, 


Keep heart, an' never mind them, 


5 Comfort your ſtomach wi' a gill, 


Ye ken blin* Fate defign*d them 
For gude, . day. 


Howbe't Conteritinent's aye gude cheer, 


An', though ane's graith be ſcant aye; 
Vet gin their counts o' tick haud clear, 


I'm little redd they'll want aye. 
Now I'ſe conelude my lump o' rhime; 
May luck an' gear betide ye; 
An', to the e'ening o' yer time, 
May health, an' ſtrength abide ye, 
Adieu, this day. 


10 PEGGY, WITH A LILY. 


T)EGGY! view the Lily's blow, 
Whiter than the mountain-ſnow; 
In its ſpotleſs form I ſee | 
Mark of innocetice, and thee. 
Tell me, do the lilies fade??? 
80 muſt PRO, hapleſs Maid! 
Do their bloſſoms reign a while? 
Do they wear a tranſient ſmile? | 
So may Pzccr's charming face 
Shew each lovely, flecting grace; 
Till, to many charms in ſtore, 
Nature's ſelf can add no more. 
When a thouſand ſweets are faded, 
May a thouſand more be added, 
Till a ſwain, ſome eaſy hour, 
Crop thee, as I did this flower; 
When that happy hour ſhall be, 
Pzccy! may the ſwain be— ws. 
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4 SONG. 


Tune, Hay's Bonny Laſſie. ES 


4 
I the foot oꝰ a brae, ae gay ſimmer morning, 
Whan bloſſoms profuſe war the meadows 
adorning, 5 
 Amanpa fat doun, an' her lambkins beſide her, 
To mourn the fad fate that had ſhor'd to betide her. 
F 
There penſive, an' ſad, a while ſhe bethought her, 
What ſorrow an' pain her paſſion had brought her; 
She griev't that a ſwain coud ever allure her, 
While lovely AmyNTor refuſed to cure her. 
HE + 
Alas! ſaid the Nymph, how vain was believing 
The vows o' a ſwain, wha's love was deceiving; 
But coud I refuſe, whan he ca'd me his jewel, 
An' how coud I ken he wad e'er be ſae cruel? 


IV. | 


Begone, my fweet flock, to the fide of the fountain 


An' wauner, your lane, by the grove or the moun- 
—_ Go 5 
Nae langer ſal I, your miſtreſs, attend ye, 

Nor ſtay in the meadows frae ſkaith to defend ye. 
Jo the beſt o' the mead, I wontent to guide ye, 
An', cozie, at e en, wi” a biel did provide ye; 
Now fat, an' at eaſe, ye are careleſsly lying, 
While I your poor Shepherdeſs here am a- dying. 

My crook, bound wi' flowers, I reſign to the river, 
Whaſe ſweet blooming banks, I abandon for ever : 
An', wad I by ae ſingle tear be lamentet, 
AManpa, ſoud leave the fair meadows contentet. 
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TO MR. J. C 


AN EPIS TI. E. 


Pollio amat 22 quanvis a: 2 M _o-. yy 


"HIS bonny night, right late at eben, 
Whan ſober fowk hae clos'd their e'en, 
An', ſilentgitrickles owre the green 
>" The filler dew, 
Accept t the Verſe, my wordy frien”, 
1 write to N 
Lang et di, while Ebert dot, 
Row't in the arms o? ſaft repoſe, 
While, ſtichlan, whis'les through their noſe 
The eldritch ſnore, 


To write ſome lines, in rhime or proſe; 
For GLoTTA' 8 ove. 


Aft hae I heard 70 lowt to praiſe, | 
In frienly crack, my youthfu' lays, . 
An' dawt me, in fic couthy phraſe ; 

Wi' kind regard. 


That muckle leſs, the Muſie ſays, 
Might weel hae ſair'd. 


U 


"Gon AND EPISTLES. 167 


It has been order't, that the warl 
Soud, at her arſe; the poet harle; 


Vet Fortune has gi en him a darle 
O' hamart rhime, 
An' an. he'll no want ſcone or far, 
| I een o* time. 


54 


0 coud a body be content 
Juſt wi? the gear that Heav'n has ſent! 
They need na grein for lan', or rent, 
To mak' a ſtear; 
Nor countleſs ſcores, in cent per cem, 
O' ill won genre 


Gude luck'll aye 15 me provide, 
Gin] ſoud trot at ſome cart ſide; 
Wi' pettle, owre the rigs PII ſtride, 
At her comman'; 
or rake the gotts frac paddock-ride, 
N To muck the lan”. 


But, ablins, 'Y yet fill a ſtation, 
By Fortune's kindlier ordination, 
That may afford ſome relaxation, 
6 Wi' ſma' expence, 
10 ſcribble owre a rhime narration 
Io fowk of ſenſe. 
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| Its juſte the gate, in murder't chime, 
I like to ſpenꝰ my leiſure time: 
Gin of fic cracks as Hodge an Sym * 

I cer hear tell, 
I ſcore them down, in hamart rhime, | 
n 


I've won the length o years aughteen, 

An' gude an' evil baith hae ſeen; _ 
Whan that's the caſe, ane ſoud na grein 
LY Es For warld's gear; 

cas ve little reaſon to complain 
That's heal an' fear, 


But, by the bye, let Fortune ken, 

I maiſt think ſhame to lift my pen, 

To date, frac fic an? auld clay den, 
A decent letter, 

An- her fac kind to ither men, 5 
That's foul haet better. 


A wee bit bouſie to my mind, 
Wi' twa three bonny trees confin'd, 
Whar I might hear the e'*enin*-wind 
| Sough owre my biel”, 
Is 2 d . hann Lind, 5 
To mak” me weet: 


® See page 58, 
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An', lltan up it mornin” wo : 
The chourly' burdies chant an' ſing, 

While echo roun' 


Gars Ilka glen, a an” valley ring 
Abe charmin' ſoun': 


Than owre the fie I'd tak my way, + 
Whar bonny lamies friſk an” play; 
Whar Nature greets t the coman day 
Wi' gratefu' ſmile ; 
An' meads reward, wi' a! that's gay, 
„ The plowman's toll, 


O little ken life's bizzy train 
The pleaſures o' the humble Swain! 
Let Wealth look down, wi proud diſdain, 


On ruſtic life; 
But pleaſure only glads the plain, 


Unkent to . 


This uſeleſs crambo ſcraul o mine 
I to a period now maun twine; - 
Gin twa-three days, if ye incline, 
| | 1 I'll wait an anſwer; 
An' hae the honour, Sir, to ſign, 
| -__ Your remembrancer. 


m EE 
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P. S. Your courteous, honeſt, frien'ly letter, 
My wordy, cheary, rhime-reſetter, 
Has made a Paiſley Bard your debtor, 
Es For this to you : 
Lang may ye live, an” aye grow better, 
| An' ſae adieu. 


J. | 
T ENNIE ! hide yer milk-white boſom, 
Powerfu' as yer face to pleaſe; 
Fairer than the lily's bloſſom, 
It has robb'd me o' my eaſe. 

Why tak pleaſure ſae to pain me? 
While ye ſee I conſtant prove ; 
Can ye wound, an' yet diſdain me? 

Do ye thus requite my love ? 
| — 5 | 
Think ye, that a youthfu* Lover 
E'er will claſp you in his arms? 
Whan the bloom o- beauty's over, 
An' ye're ſtript o a yer charms. 
Freſh, an' ſweet as mornin' roſes, 
Try to ſeize the preſent while; 
Whan the laughan Simmer cloſes, 
Winter never wears a ſmile. 


4 3 


QUACK DOCTOR'S ELEGY. 


ONSIGN'D to earth's cauld habitation, 
Lies ane o“ ſkill, an penetration; ; 
Far ſeen in myſteries o' diſſection, 

In plaiſter, pill, an? ſaw direction: 

In a' the gates, that e er war kend 

For learnin* fowk the way to mend; | 

Wha, by his glaſs, coud let ye know 

Gif pulſes gade owre faſt, or ſlow ; 

An' if diſorders, fair an' urgin', 

Had need o' ſpewin', or o' purgin'. 

He coud hae cur'd the cough, an chi, 

A mortal fae to ilka phyſic: 

The gout, hyſterics, an' the . 

Or pains about the heart or navel: 

The rickets, ſtrains, or diſlocations 

Piles, bruiſes, or excoriations: 

The dropſy, tympany, and fever, 

Or inflammation o' the liver: 

Burns, boggans, botches, boils, an” Uliſters, 

Wi' a' the evils cur't by cliſters: 

The dyſentery, or diarrhoea ; 

The ſcurvy, gleet, or gonorrhaa ; 
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Hives, pox, an' meaſles, a' at ance, 
Rheumatic pains athort the banes; 

An', eke, the maiſt invet'rate cauld, 

In patients, either young or auld: 

He cur't the jaundice in a crack, | 

An' brought ane's nat' ral colour back: 

No like the reſt o* quack Phyſicians, 

Thae gibbi-gabble rhetoricians, 

Wha, wi' the vulgar, paſs for maſter, 

An' canna mak' a pill, or plaiſter : 
The Doctor's ſocial converſation 

Was fraught wi? mony a learn'd citation; 


Fowk wonner't whar he had his knowledge; . 


For he was never learn't at college 

Vet *twas the Doctor's conſtant crack, 

O' Phyſic's ſtate a cent'ry back; 

An' held his pow as fu's a bottle, 

Frae Buchan, Keil, or Ariſtotle. 

Whare'er the carle tald his tale, 

He gart a ſilence aye prevail; 

An' bodies drank his ſkill'd oration, 

Like ſtories tauld by inſpiration. 

Whane'er diſeaſe took dealin' wi' them, 

They ca'd the Doctor aye to ſee them; 

An' he was aye to be commended, ,- 

For cloſe, an' conſtant he attended. 

Whane'er he came, wi' great ſurprize, 

Ie wad hae liftet up his eyes, 
| * 
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Wi' “ Bleſs ye, Sirs! I really wonner 
Ve didna ſeek a doctor ſooner. 

“ Ye'rereally ill, I hae a notion, 

% Pray let me fin” your pulſe's motion; 


“ But, ſin” we canna help it now, 


« We'ſe try what Phyſic's power can do ;” 
Or that, © Preſerve ye, Sirs! yer blood 
8 corrupted wi' unhalſome food: 
Syne wad preſcribe, to clear ye from it, 
An ipecacuanha yomit 3; | 

Or Jeſuit's bark, Peruvianus, 


To ſcour the paſſage thro' the Anus. 


Sometimes, by dint o' Cream o' Tartar, 
He'd clean the blood thro? ev'ry quarter. 
Frae itch, the ſca', or glim “, to clear ye, 
Sal Nit: aut forte Hydrargyri; 

An' fic like Cures, in common canting, 
War never to the Doctor wanting. 
Pills, ointments, ſaws, an' mony a gum, 
For ills paſt, preſent, an' to come; 


An' ſcores o- drugs like thae, forſooth, 


He ſpak” fu” faſt by word o' mouth. 
Some ſaid, that thro? a ſeared conſcience, 


Ile liv'd, by ſpeaking lies an' nonſenſe ; 
An' that his eſſence, maiſt revivin', 


Gart fowk whiles tine the * o' livin”. 


The curing of the a diſeaſe almoſt gave the Doc- 
tor a title to infallibility. 
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But whether that was ; juſte a clatter, 
The Doctor's dead, there's little matter ; ; 
An' ſin” he buried in the duſt is, 
He'll hardly rife to ſue for juſtice. 
Poor chieP ! {in* he's gane owre the ſtile, 
We'll hardly fin” his match this while; 
For thouſans, on his penetration, a 
Dependet for their hail ſalvation. 3 Ly 
Now, fin” he's dead, what can they do, . - 
But mak' their will, an' kick up too. 
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HE lines that ye ſent owre the lawn, 
For whilk ye fal be thanket, 


Gin gloamin hours reek't Eben's haun, 


Row't toſhly up, an' franket. 
Doun on a chair yer frien' did ſit, 
Right blyth, nae doubt, to view them; 
Nor ſtapt, till ance, frae head to fit, 
He glowr'd compleatly thro? them, 

| Wi' joy, that day. 


Nae chiel' in a' the crambo tribe 


Sic pleaſure e' er coud lend me, 
As ye afford, without a gybe, 
Whan lumps o' rhime ye ſend me. 
I'm new come frac Dumbarton: ſide, 
Whar I had gane to travel 
An' am as fair, about the ſtride, 
As gin 1 had the gravel, | 
Or glim, this day. 
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Right keen ſome Highlan hills to _ 
I to the North gaed roaman; E 
Attended by a ſurgeon chiel, 
Wha liv'd ayont Loch-Loman: 
As we had naught, but wearin' graith, 
We clamb the braes like tarries; 


But war, wi' rain, maiſt drown't to death, 


Tg we had on bavaries 
Fu' fide, that day. 


Three days, or four we ſtay't awa, 

Whar hills raiſe to the carry, 
_ Whaſe diſtant taps war clad wi” ſnaw, 

The road to Inverary. - 
Juſt at the ſummit o' Loch-Long, 

We for ae night war beddet, 
But, frae the Eaſt, it blew ſae ſtrong, 

That we war maiſt ſtorm-ſteddet 

Wi' rain, that night. 


Neiſt mornin”, whan, owre hill an' brae, 
Ihe beardet kids war ſtrayin'; 
An' lambkins young begoud to bae, 
une as the Sin brought day in: 
Right wat, we trudg't the glens alang 
Whar todlan rills war piſhin', 

To whar the boats, in Simmer, thrang, 
Gang out to herrin'-fiſhin', | 


| Baith night an' day. 
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O had it been in Simmer-time 


How ſweet wad been our journies! 
To crap the gowans in their prime, 
That fring't the wimplan burnies. 
Nae feather't ſangſtersꝰ little throats 
Attun'd the leafleſs branches; 
But farmin' noiſe, frac lanely cotes, 
An' crunes o' Highlan' wenches, 
In ſangs, that day. 


The herds o' mony a knabbie laird 


War trainin' for the ſhambles; 
An' brouz'd the hardly-fpringan braird, 
Mang ruthleſs thorns an' brambles. 
Upo? the green the muirlan' chiel 
Sat whiſtlan, right contentet; 


An' ſeem'd to chaw his cude as weel, 


As he had been life-rentet, 
An mair, that day. 
But now Pm hame, PII rove nae mair, 
Till ance bra' Simmer- weather; 
Whan moſs an' brae has grown fu' fair, 
wr bloſſom'd broom, or hether: 
Whan, frae the ſpray, the burdies chant, 
An' hawthorns flower right dainty; 
Whan Nature yields whate'cr we want 
For bed, or board in plenty, 
An' ſtore, that day. 
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Now fare ye weel, blyth may ye be, 
Aye fraught we gear ſufficient ; 
May neter a bleflin* or ye die, 
Be to yer ſaul deficient: 
An' may yer life to diſtant date 
O' tempus be extendet: 
May ne'er an ach injure yer pate, 
Till ance yer race be endet, 
In — ſome day. 


In 8honours gate aye try to rin, 
.  Whilk honeſt ſauls are fam'd for; 
An' ye'll ſkep free o' heaps o' ſin, 
| That mony a chiel is blam'd for. 
Aye aim to haud a canny ſtear, , 
By Virtue's precept guidet; 
An' I'ſe come gude ye need na fear, 
That &er ye'll die lank-ſidet, 
Or poor, yon day. 


0 Time, 


a 
YON PLACE. 


Yon Spat* s fa'n doun, alake-a-day! 
It was a ſpat weel kent: ” 


Whan ſpats, like ſic a ſpat, gie way, - 
Let ilka ſpat tak” tent. 


HOU ſonſieſt, hamart, auld, clay biggin', 
That ever wore a wa' or riggin'! 
Whar ance thou ſtood, clown chiels are diggin” 

Wy pick an' ſhool; 


whit ſhapeleſs, on the grun' thou's liggin' : 
O grief, an” doot: 


Thy arſe ſtood, airtan, to the 3 
Yet was a ſtranger aye to drouth; 


An', to the welt, thy gelly mouth 
Stood wide to a'; 


= was the hantieſt biel, in truth, 


That e'er I ſaw. 
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Alake! aneath thy roof, nae mair, 
Fowk dare diſcloſe their buttocks bare, 


To do a certain, queer affair, 
That's no be tauld; 


An' mony a gaucy b— m gade there, 


Baith young an' auld. 


* ; 


Ne'er frae thy ſoundin' ſhell again, 
We'll hear thy chirtan vot ries grane z 
Let bodies wail thee ilka ane, | 
For, fad to tell! 


| Fate, to thy death, roar'd out AMEN, 
An' doun thou fell. 


I hae been right ſurpriz't to ſee't, 
How, i' the ſtorms o' ſnaw an' fleet, 
Thou ſtood compos'tly on thy feet, 
Againſt the fray, 
An' loot na in ae > drap o' weet, 
For mony a day. 


The garſe, like beards o' eldren gaits, 
Hang, waivan, ſhaggy, frae the pates; 
An' ſcatter'd chick weed, rais'd in taits, 


„ Grew here an' there; 


While green fug, mantlan owre the ſclates, 
Held out the air. 
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Now thou'll ne'er ſtaun again upright, 
Wi' ribs fae hale, an' ſoun” an' tight, 
Nor ever meet a bodie's ſight, 

Snug, clean, an' dry: 
Thou's in a fad uncomely plight, 

Fu' weel wat J. 


The win' play*d thee a bonny tune, 
Whan, ſoughan foully frae aboon, 
Doun frae the wan, ill-leukan Moon, 

I thought it blew; 


Howbe' t, thy v wame juſt gied a croon, 
An' doun fell thou. 


Hech me! thought I, that's een right queer; 
Had no ſome cankry hag been here, 
To ſet the gowlan blaſts aſtear, 
Athort the air, 
Thou, might hae ſtood this ha'f a year, 
An' ablins mair. 


Now a' ye Carles, girt, an' ſms”, 
Wha live near haun, or far awa”, 
By Adverti One; to ye a', 
Be't underſtood, 
Vie hae anither built, as bra”, 
An' maiſt as gude. 


E F 1 R A M 


NE time, with a neighbour, I chanced to ſtray, 
And, bending our way down the ſtreet, 
At pitty-pat-ſtep, in a dreſs pretty gay, 
Young BeTTyY we fortun'd to meet. 


A muff, made of ſattin, was ſcrew'd on her arm, 
She was young, and ſhe wiſh'd us to know it; 
For BzTTy ne'er thought ſhe poſſeſs d any charm, 
But ſhe always was anxious to ſhew it. 


1 — 


Dicx eye'd her demeanour, and, after a pauſe, 
He thruſt out his fingers a- mocking: 

I turn'd me about, and obſerv'd, that the cauſe 
Was a rent in the heel of her — 8 roc RING! 1 
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TO ONE OF THE GENTLEMEN OF THE THIMBLE. 
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E cauld miſty n mornin', whan er had 
fa'n, 
An' I was right Kmeonlly'u up; 
E'er Phœbus's ray had begladden'd the lawn, 
Or drunkards had ſtown frae their cup. 


At diſtance, by chance, I was caſtin ny 1 
Whar Winter had frozen the mud, 

Whan sor, that ſtruck me wi inſtant 9 
Began to appear like a clud. 5 | 


The tem 0 at a moderate pace, 
In height like a yard an' a ſpan; 


I ſaw it, but flinch't na ae jot frae the place, 


Becauſe [ ſuppos'd It a man. 


At laſt, the queer ſpectre, drew near like a Warth, 
An' ſettl'd juſt ſtraught i' my view, 

But I ne'er was ſae muckle amaz'd i q che earth, 
As when! ears it l O U. 
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Wr la trips Jong the way, 
What youth ſo ſprightly, or ſo gay? 
With pleaſure oft I have ſurvey d 
The locks, that o'er his ſhoulders play'd, 
Or, ſweetly dandling in the view, 

Hang, bunch'd up, in aclub or queue. 
Then would I pray, Ve genial ſkies! 
Let ſtill your Suns propitious riſe ; 
The harveſt rear with heavenly aid, 


« That ſprings, ſo ſweet, on Jamie's bead; | 


Nor blaſt a ſkull's increaſe ſo fair, 
As it produces nought but—HAl R. 


VVV 


EG ſays ſhe wiſhes not for gold, 

To make her ſavour when ſhe's old ; 
Nor Beauty's fading ſweets, to chaſe 
The ugly wrinkles from her face; . 
But ſays, with Jovz's permitting will, 
Let ought he * her, be 0X. 
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JOLLY companion, by ſqueezing his pot, 
Had once ſcrap'd together what * 
coat; 
Which he ould o'er his ſhoulders, as wa as he 
bought it, 
And order'd his neighbour to tell how he thonght 
A. 
5 The matter is this,” quoth the fellow, in ſport, 
“ The Jockey you've got is a quarter too ſhort.” 
No matter for that,” ſaid the liquify'd brother, 
will be long enough, Jack, cer I purchaſe 
| another. . | | 
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OUGH Prcer's face be ſpotleſs fair, 
As yonder lily-leaf ; | 
Tho! ſhe be ſweet beyond compare, 
Yet Prad ſhe's a—— Trier. 
„ A Thief!” ſaid one, who wiſh'd her well, 


<« Pray tell me what ſhe ſtole ?”? 
6 Why, pon my word, I bluſh to tell, 
„ The theft, Sir, was—my Sou!“ 
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NOME, heav'nly Muſe! inſpirer of my lay; 
By whoſe ſuperior aid, of Satan foil'd, 

The deathleſs MIL rox ſung: come, and inſpire 

The humble accents of my weaker ſong. 


Inſpire me, while I ſing the fate of things; 5 


How all, beneath the waſting hand of Time, 

Decay a- pace, and on the dubious hinge - 

Of dark Uncertainty hang earthly things : 

How under Deſtiny's uplifted ſtroke, 

Sooner or later, falls the head of Age, 10 

And Youth of earlieſt years, and tender Babe, 

And Manhood, ſprung to golden noon of life. 

Leet giddy youth, unmindful of their fate, 

Leave the mad round of folly, and attend. . 
Let middle age, and ſtrength, whoſe ſwollen veins 

The manly flow of health and vigour fills, 16 

Who hunt for pleaſure, and purſue the fweets 

Of ſenſe thro? all the avenues of life, 5 

Wich wiſe indulgence liſten to my ſtrain. 


Let hoary hair, flow-bending to the tomb, 20 
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For once be thoughtful, ere the brittle thread 


Of life be cut in twain, and hapleſs they, 
Thoughtleſs, and harden'd, drop into the grave. 
Ve, who in higheſt ſeats of power and place, 
Exult ſublime, and bid the joyous hour _ 25 

Flow ſweetly on; that ſwim in courtly bliſs, 
With all that Honour, all that Wealth can give, 
Dare to be good, and virtuous; ſtrive to weigh, 
In balance juſt, the hours of precious time - 
That unxrecall'd reyolve ; place not your truſt 30 
In piles of countleſs treaſure, ſince a day TJ 
May blaſt your higheſt projects; ſince the frown 


Of ruthleſs Fate may roll you with the crowd, 


That toil beneath the rigid hand of want: 
And ſince a ſtroke ynthought-of, and unſought, 3 $ | 
May bid the ſoul, at Gop's ſupreme command, 
Leave its clay-manſion, while the lifeleſs clod 

Shall, worthicls, moulder with 1 its kindred duſt, 


Les 1s liv'd, tho richeſt of the Eaſt ; 


| In wealth he liv'd, he reach'd the height of power; 
He ſaw himſelf ador'd, grew proud and vain; 41 


Liv'd only to himſelf, nor bid the poor 


Paſs by him thankful; tho' on countleſs hills 
His cattle ſtray d; he faw his ſpreading lands > 
Extend their ridges fertile; ſaw his piles 45 


Of coſtly building rear their heads aloft, 


High as their Lord; yet all his boaſted gain 
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Could not preſerve him from the hand of Fate. 
Down, in the prime of life, headlong he fell 


His manly frame, who glorled in his ſtrength, 
And flow of ſpirits; at whoſe dauntleſs breaſt, 


Death would, ere-while, have hardly dar'd to ſtrike 


His direful weapon. Without heirs he dies ; 
His wealth, amaſs'd, the progeny of toil; 55 
Not of his own, but his forefather's good; | 
In decent grandeur, ſaw him to the tomb, 
Then bade its lifeleſs Lord a long farewell. | 

Such was CAMIILLus' fate: liſten, ye ſons 
Of Power and Fortune, to the dumb advice 60 
His aſhes lend; they warn you to be wife; © 
They tell you Death is doubtleſs, and they bid 
Even Fortune's vot'ry know that he muſt die, 
He little thought ſo ſoon he was to leave 
The ſports, and pleaſures of this airy ſcene, 6 4 
This paſſing ſhade. He fancy'd diſtant years 
Of ſweet enjoyment : raviſh'd with the ſight 
Of good ideal, which an after-time, | 
Pregnant of bliſs, preſented to his view, 
He ſpurn'd the thought of yielding ta the guſt 70 
Of dread Diſeaſe, the harbinger of Death. TD, 
O how uncertain is the life of may! 

Tho? to th' Eternal Mind all things were known, | 

in council, and determination ſure, _ | 


Fre Time began to tell her ſcanty ſum 75 
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Of years, whatever things on earth have been, 
Or are, or ſhall be, yet to man unknown 

And unforeſeen : In womb of Providence 

Events lie hid, till brought to paſs in time, 
When leaſt expected oft; at beſt obſcure 80 
And Heaven hath rightly will'd it ſhould be ſo. 


What would it yield if mortals knew their fate, 
But pain, and trouble to that hapleſs crowd, 


Whoſe ſpan of life was deſtin'd to be ſhort ? 
Or, if to ſenſual minds a length of days 8 


Has been ordain'd, how would they launch abroad 
In vices ſtrange, to mortals yet unknown? 


One thing is certain—ſure as Heaven's decree, + 
Death waits on all: each has a deſtin'd while 
Allotted him to live, and then—he dies : 99 
But when—'tis dark—a knowledge yet unknown ; 
Wiſdom forbid to man, tho? oft deſir'd, 

And lore humanity ſhall never learn. 


Then let us wait the ſummons ; who can tell 


If Death, with tardy ſtep, makes his approach, 91 
To ſnatch, at ſome far-diſtant hour, away © 1 
From things below ; or, at this day's decline, 


Bears Heaven's ſupreme beheſt to cut us down? 


- Duſt muſt return to duſt, and to the grave, 
At eve of life, as at the cloſe of ay; 100 
Man goes to reſt; a long, long reſt indeed! | 
Happy for ſome I; could be e longer Rl 
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That death, on its envenom'd arrow, bore 
Annihilation, or could cloſe their eyes 
In everlaſting, and eternal ſleep. : 47 TOS 
Why ſhould we fear to die? Cannot we learn 
To make its terrors ſeem familiar, | 
By keeping ſtill the dread event in view? 
Nat idly ruminate on our deceaſe, - _ 
But learn to die that death, which can W 110 
The awful meſſenger of Diſſolution. 
Oft, like the Seer af PxTHoR, Bron's fon, 
Mortals cauld wiſh to die the happy death 


Of righteous men, but give themſelves no trouble 
To live their life: They chaſe the random thought 


Of reformation from their giddy ſouls: 116 

Careleſs of Fate they liye, till Death lets fall 

The gloomy curtain, and conceals the ſcene. 0 
So, on the pebbl'd-bank, oft have ſeen . 


At water's ebb, the thoughtleſs fiſhes play, _ 120 : 


| Lur'd by the ſportive fly, that ſkimm'd along 
The eddying ſurface, or the grateful ray 

Of. noon-tide Sun, that ſparkl'd on the ſtream; 
Till once, forſaken by the tide, they hy. 


Caught in ſome fraudful hollow on the ſhore, 125 


By ſchool-boy made, or on the burning ſand, 
Hutt'ring inconſtant, languiſh'a out their life. 


Where Grorr rolls her | mercenary tide, 
Liv'd MEen1o, luckleſs bard! unknown to fame. 
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He lov'd the Muſe, and, favour'd with her aid, 130 
Jo fing of Virtue's praiſe, and picture Vice 

In blackeſt colours, was his conſtant theme; 
Stranger to Wealth, as Genius oft has been, 

He ſpent his ſpan of life, Misfortune's child: 

His friends were few, but thoſe he had were friends 
Who wiſh'd to ſhare his ills, and mitigate 136 
His fad misfortunes, to afford relief Ph 
In all his troubles. Such were Mzn10's friends. 
How happy thus to be in Friendſhip bleſt! 

Good Heav'n beſtows, to ſweeten human life, 140 
And make our croſſes ſeem leſs formidable, | 
Such gifts as theſe. Thrice happy fure is he, 

That knows of ſuch a friend, as ſtoops to ſhare 
His harder fate! *Tis balm to every wound 
That Trouble gives, and often, like a ſhield, 145 
It puts the arrow of Misfortune by. & 
But what are friends, when gloomy Death arreſts; 
When cloſing Life hangs, flutt'ring, on the * 
Of Diſſolution, waiting for the ſign _ 
To break in air, as bubbles on the ſtream? 150 

On MxNio's vitals long a ſore diſeaſe 

Had prey d conſumptive, while, beneath its 1 
He hourly waſted, as the pliant wax N 
Melts to the Summer's. ſun; yet ſtill the Muſe 
Remain'd his friend; ſhe taught him to complain; 
Taught him to raiſe the plaintive ſtrain of woe 1 56 
In moving numbers, and a lay inſpir'd. 


{ 
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While underneath a beech's ſacred ſhade 
He fat rechn'd, and ſaw the poſting Sun, 
In ſilent leſſon, ſhew the lapſe of time, 160 
On Grascow's claim he fix'd his languid eyes, 
And thus, in mournful ſtrain, the youth began. 

* GLoTTa! farewell: The hour at length is come, 
That ſees me order d to forego thy charms; 
Jo bid thy flowery banks a long adieu, 165 
With all thoſe bliſsful haunts, where, oft decoy d, 
In Summer hours, to court the ruſtic Muſe, 

« With pleaſure I have walk d, and ſung of Love. 

« When ruddy Morning roſe upon the plain, 
And, from his early throne, the Genial Source 
« Of vegetative life diffus'd his ray; 170 
0 " glitt'ring dew-drops ſpangl'd on the green, 

O'erſpread with flowers; or, from the e 

„ leaves, 

, Dropt clear as amber; when the be . 
* High-ſoaring, warbl'd out his tuneful lay 
A grateful tribute to the welcome dawn; 175 
Oft did I trace thy daiſy- cover d banks, 
And ſaw the light reflected from thy ftiream 
« With rival ray, or eye'd thy waters roll, 
In lazy motion, till I ſaw them loſt, 
Where weſtern meadows ſtole thee from the view: 
Or, more delightful taſk, penſive, and flow, 181 
* Walk'd up the verdant mound, immers d i MA 
| 105 . | 
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Of ſcenes around me; ſtriving to compare 


The ſhades of Nature with the ruder ſtrokes 18 y 


« Of Aft's preſumptuous pencil; or employ'd” 
0 « My leifure moments to deſcribe the plain, 


« And raiſe the verdant landſcape to the view. 


« Farewell, ye winding walks*! where oft ! ſtray'd, 


„While Summer: ſuns led on the jocund hour: 190 


„Then, underneath your friendly thade, obſcur'd, 
ve anfwer'd Friendſhip's dictate, and infofm'd 
„My diſtant correſpondent of affairs 

Of ſuch import as Friendſhip wiſh*d to know; 
Or talk'd with Wiſdom, in the lofty page 195 
Of heav'n-born Youxse, or gather'd ſweets refin'd 
« From SHENSTONE's pretty numbers, while I trove 


Jo imitate his lay: Theſe were my love; 


* "Theſe the companions of my vacant hour, 
When firſt I try'd to woo the ſylvan Muſe. 200 
« But chiefly thou, O Ramsay! ScorlAN BAR, 


| | « Wert all my pleaſure ; from thy ruſtic them > 


« My carheſt love of numbers took its riſe, 
Oft, at revering diſtance, have I view'd 


Thy tow'ring Fancy, and have been inſpir'd 205 


* To tread 80 . o'er the b e wild, 


* very beantifol walks at the 1 of 8 Green, 
known by the name of the Serpentine-IVa/ks; they are agree- 
ably ſhaded on each ſide by a row of beeches, and in the Sum- 
mer-ſeaſon, are the well known haunts of Venus and Appollo. 
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« To cull the tender bloſſoms, and to weave 


A flowery garland for my rural Fair. 1 
« Farewell, thou Dome, where oft I have explor'd 1 

« 'The Claſſic Page, beneath the guardian eye 210 6 
Of Wiſdom's ſources: Antique is thy pile, i 
Sacred to Lore, where long the tender youth, = 
With genius fraught, have ſought the coy abode " 
Of quick-eye'd Underſtanding, and have learn'd 1 
* To ſhine in all the purſuits of the Wiſe. 215 9 
There, ScoriaAl have chy worthieſt ſons been if 
train'd, bi 

That ſhone at Court, in 1 eloquence; 1 
« That vied in knowledge of thy facred laws: 1 


Or, in the more ſequeſter'd walks of lite, 
Like gems, that ſparkle in the unknown mine, 220 
« Diſpens'd inſtruction to their narrow charge; 
That taught the youthful mind to love to know, 
And Hoary years to ſtoop to be inform'd. 

« Farewell, THALIA, Muſe of ſylvan-ſtrains, 
« Whoſe aid J oft implor'd, when tender Love 223 
* Stole on my mind; or gently- ſmiling May, 
«* Sweeteſt of months, led on her blooming train 
* Of early Flowers. No longer ſhall I taſte 
Of Spring Caſtalian, ſacred to the Nine, 
Or climb the ſteep aſcent that leads to Fame, 2 30 
On wing of Proasus, high as the top 5 
Of fam'd PaRNASSUs, the Aonian Mount, 
« Haunt of the Muſes, where proud DI nos ſtands, 
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« Renown'd in Story for AroLo's ſhrine, 


« Where Gr xctan Bards oft TORTS to Ow” 
bounds 235 


« Of ancient Procis, in Acnaia's tand; 
To beg the Oracle's propitious ſmile, 
« Or court the favour of ſome darling Muſe. 
« No more ll ſpend the lonely, vacant hour, 
« To hunt for Fame along the trophy'd path, 240 
© Where only foot of Bard has ever trod. | 


Why did not Fortune bleſs my ſcanty ſtore— 


* But Poverty—an evil counted worſe, 

„By grov'lling ſouls, than blackeſt crime, or ſtain 
Of thouſand vices—wait on me through life. 24 5 
* Why did not Grandeur fan the infant flame 

* Of Genius; as, from the morning-ſky, 

« The fertilizing dew-drop trickles down, 

« To wet the tender plant, and bid its ſtalks 
Shoot forth, progreſſive, to maturity? 230 
Why did the Muſe endue me with thoſe ſtrains, 

« That Muſic's ſelf need not have bluſh'd to own, 
% Only to laviſh on the fruitleſs air? 

« Yet, in ſequeſter'd vales, and lonely wilds, 
Where human foot ne'er trod, the choiceſt ſweets 
« Oft bloom and fade. Nought but the balmy gale 


« Fer viſits their abode, or beaſt of prey, 


„ Shunning the haunts of men, that iſſuing forth 
« In midnight roam, marks, with its haſty foot, 
« The pathleſs verdure. In the deepeſt cell, 260 
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And inmoſt receſs of the wat'ry plains, | 
Shine pearls of richeſt hue; and, as Reſearch 
« Informs us, countleſs ftars revolve on high, 


« Whoſe diſtant ray, trav'lling thro' depths of zther, 


« In mation ſwift as thought, ne'er reach'd our view, 
« Since firſt Creation's earlieſt dawn till now, 266 
Vet ſhine as bright as Evening HespeRUs, 

« Or LUCIFER, the harbinger of Day. 

« So native Fancy, tow'ring and ſublime, 


Oft dies neglected, in obſcurity, 270 


Nor taſtes the genial dew of kindly Fame, 
That oft, unmerited, attends the lay 

„Of Bards unworthy of the Muſe's fire. 

© Hapleſs were my endeavours to obtain 
One only wreath, one laurel of applauſe. 275 
Jo crown my toil! For me was not ordain'd 


One note of praiſe, from mouth of beauteous Maid, | 


Or Swain enamour'd of the woodland lay. 

* Yet ſtill I ſung, to pleaſe myſelf I ſung; 

Jo chear the gloom that hung upon my mind, 

And, for a while, to drive away my care. 28 

Now I ſhall ſing no more. Fancy, farewell! 

And gay Illuſion, what avails your ſtay? 

© The ſoft perſuaſive Eloquence, and Stile, 
Simple and elegant, ſmooth as the ſtream, 285 

* That, through the valley, winds its eaſy way! 

Call'd to a world unknown, my noteleſs name 

„Shall with me die; nor ſhall it e'er be told, 
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« By Fame's ſhrill clarion, that, on this ſide Time, 
«& Once MENIO liv'd. He drew his hapleſs breath 290 
& Only to crawl, unnotic'd through the world, 
& Nor cer aſpire above the countleſs round, 
& Deſtin'd by Heav'n to live and die unknown. 
“ Hard is my fate; but, ſince it is ordain'd, he 
I yield reſign'd, and bid the moment come, 295 
« The laſt, the beſt, perhaps, I Cer enjoy'd, | 
“ When Ill ſhall ceaſe with all its train of woes.” 
Thus ſung the Youth; and on the graſſy turf 
He ftretch'd his limbs, and bid adieu to day. als 
So Mzxn1o died, nor may the trophy'd Bard, 300 
Whoſe brow the Ivy, or the Laurel crowns, 
Expect to ſhun the moment of his fate. 
Tho” popular praiſes eternize his name, 
In deathleſs Glory, yet his mortal part, 
Which Fame nor Honour can ſupport in life, og 
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Beyond its deſtin'd end, muſt fall a prey 
To Death's unkindly weapon, and ſubmit 
Jo be no more. Then what avails the Mule, - 
The towering Fancy, or the Siren ſtrain 
To bid its owner live? Can all the praiſe, 310 
Which Flatt'ry oft beſtows, ward off the blow, 
Or bid it fall on ſome more guilty head, 
Long train'd to fin, that worſe deſerves to live: 
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Whoſe many ills have ſwollen the hated page 
Of Infamy, nor let it light, unſcar'd, x 315 
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On Virtue's warmeſt friends? No, not even Youth, 
Roſy and freſhas is the morning breeze, 

Nor brawny Health, ſtout as the wieldleſs oak, 

That guides the foutſteps of maturer days; 
Nor Gold, nor Grandeur, nor the empty claim 320 
Of brainleſs Titles, can preſerve from Fate; 3 
Nor Beauty, ſweet deceit! that, like the flower, 
Freſh in the morning, with the early dew, 
At noon hangs fading on its limber ſtalk, 
And dies neglected ere the ſhut of eve. 325 


MR Aron liv'd, who, to the diſtant clime, 
Where firſt Col uuzus urg'd the bounding keel, 
Ow'd glittering thouſands; or, from deepeſt womb 
Of mine PERUvIAN, had brought home the ſtone 


Of richeſt value: from the bellowing ſhore 3 30 | 


Of fartheſt INDIA had convey'd, profuſe, 

The ſilken God of EUROPEAN dames, + 

Whoſe coſtly wardrobe's fineſt ſuits diſplay'd 

The thread of PzRrs1an artiſt, or the work 

Of Spaniſh BarctLona's crafty ſons. © ITY 
The Cloth, embroider'd with IBERIAN gold, 

Or, ſparkling, tinſePd with the ſilver twine, 

Rich, and ſuperb as Monarch ever wore. 

Whoſe far- ſail'd Bark had drain'd the purple juice 


Of grape FALERNIAN, or the ruddy bunch, 340 


That hung, full-ſwell'd, upon the mantling vine 
Of fair OyorTo, or MaDE1ra's ſhore. 
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202 POEMS AND EPISTLES. 


Far, in his ſervice, had the dauntleſs ſonag 
Of hardy ScorT1a plow'd the tumid wave, 


Where jarring winds wage, with the Southern Main, 
Eternal war, and where the yawning gulph, 346 
Op'ning its jaws unfathom'd, oft had clos'd 7 


The floating atom in its liquid womb ; 


Or where the Pa ciric's leſs dreadful well | 
Had borne them, wafted on the fleeting wings +, Þ 
Of gales propitious, to ſome foreign clime, | 


Where Trade had meaſur'd out their tractleſs way, 


But, wafting home from Eaſtern IxD14's ſhore 
The richeſt cargo veſſel e'er could boaſt, 


Far from the land, a fatal ſtorm aroſe, | 355 


That to the low-hung clouds, in awful toſs, 
Rais'd up the liquid mountains; o'er the top 
Of foaming billows, now the teeming bark 
Was ſeen to float, now to the plain below, 


With dreadful plunge, precipitately hurl'd, 360 
Was Ioſt to every eye, till, climbing up 

'The ſeep aſcent, once more ſhe role in air, | 

But, plunging down, at laſt the boiling ſurge 


Broke, and o'erwhelm'd them, cloſing in the waves 
Menxcarox's riches, and MercaTor's ſelf. 365 
Thus dy'd he, helpleſs, diſtant from his friends, 


And not a kindred ſoul to cloſe his eyes, 


Nor do the kindly duties of humanity. 


Claſp'd in the boſom of the growling deep, 
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The liquid tomb of millions of our race, 
He lies conceal'd as one that ne'er has been. 
Fe ſenvious Winds! why did ye dare to blow? 

Why, from your gloomy caverns, the abode 
Of Storm and Tempeſt, did ye fally forth, 
With power reſiſtleſs? Cou'd no bounds confine 
Your wanton malice ? Was that Mighty Hand, 


That ſways the ſceptre o'er your dread domains, 


Too weak to bridle your united rage? 
That wont to bind you in unburſted fetters, 
To bid the ſtorm be huſh'd into a calm, 
While all your noiſy ſquadrons bow'd Amen 2 
Or, if He wild i it, bid the tempeſt riſe 
In tenfold fury, bending to the ground 
The ſturdy-oaks, and raiſing to the clouds 
The troubl'd main? Or was it to afford 
Another inſtance of Almighty Power, 
In blaſting mortal hopes? or to imprint 
Another Vanity on Time's enjoyments, 
And bid us learn to worſhip Him we fear ? 
No god ideal, pictur d to the mind 
By Superſtition ; no fantaſtic deity 
Of Fancy's wild creation, nor the work 
Of earthly artift, breathleſs ſtock, or ſtone, 
The dead divinity of Pagan nations ; 
But he, that Kino, to whoſe unalter'd laws 
Heaven, Earth, and Sea are ſubject, and obey 


203 


379 


375 


390 


395 


His high command: round whoſe eternal throne - | 
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Cherubic, and Seraphic thouſands wait 


is pleaſure; while before his preſence ſtand 


Myriads of ſouls, that echo forth his praiſe yoo 
In heavenly Anthems. Him let worlds adore. 
Let Atheiſts tremble when they hear him nam'd, 
And dread his anger, which, if not in life, 

At death awaits them. Over their guilty head, 

Ready to fall, his juſticeꝰ awful ſword = 405 
Hangs but ſuſpended by the ſingle thread 

Of weak exiſtence, and uncertain time. 


Think not, ye Worldlings, when your 1 bel, 


And promiſe all that Fancy ever dreamt, 


That you are moſt ſecure. Then dread the foe, 410 


For then *tis often the attack is made. 


Oft have I ſeen the morning riſing fair, 


And uſher in the golden hour of noon, 
Serene, and pleaſant, while, at day's decline, 
The clouds collected in a ſullen gloom, 415 


And ſpoke the coming tempeſt; earth, appall'd, 
Receiv'd the vi'lence of the haſty ſtorm. 
So have we found our higheſt wiſhes wreck'd, 


Even at the very criſis of completion. 


Near CaRTHA's verdant banks, a humble ſwain, 
Once Rio liv'd, whoſe innocence of life, 421 
And cloſe attention to domeſtic toils, ” 


Made him belov'd, and gain'd him the eſteem 


Of all who knew him. Virtuouſly he liv'd, 
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And ſcarce ambition knew. His little wants, 425 
Conſtant returning, ſcarce could be ſupplied _ 
With all his care; for, underneath the hand 
Oft pinching Poverty, he long had led 
His life, ſubmiſſive to the will of Fate. 
He never kuew the affluence of Wealth, 430 
That decks the fplendid dwellings of the Great. 
His little dome, with uſeful furniture 
Scantily ſtor'd, was all the narrow claim, 
O'er which he ruPd ſuperior, uncontroll'd. 
His fare the coarſeſt money could procure, 435 
And cheapeſt purchaſe, only to ſupply 
The call of nature. On his frugal board 
Ne'er ſtood the meal of ſwell'd Intemperance, 
Or Coſt profuſe, that gluts the ſordid taſte 
Of grov'lling Epicurean. From his flaſk 440 
Ne'er flow'd the juice Nectareous, that inſpires 
The ſprightly train to raiſe the ſocial laugh 
Convivial, and provokes the merry ſong. 
His drink, the cryſtal ſpring, unmix'd and pure, 
Which, from a neighbouring well, he oft brought home 
In tubs domeſtic for the purpoſe made. 446 
Tho? on his ſtudious toil the partial World 3 
Ne'er fmil'd propitious, yet he ne er envy d 
His proſp'rous neighbours, whoſe more happy fate 
Had ſeen their wiſhes meet their higheſt objects. 4 50 
But RaT1o's nobler virtues far outſhone 


Thoſe of the vulgar throng. He ſpent a life 
B b 
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Of innocence, and wiſh'd to overcome 


His ſenſe of poverty by reſignations | | 


Soon as the Morning ſaw him raiſe his eyes, of 
*Twas ſtill in thankful gratitude to Him, 
Who, thro? the ſilent watches of the night, 

Had exercis'd his providential care 

To guide him ſafely, till the dawn of Day 

Put him in mind of Morning” s early toil 460 
Neceſſitous. Nor did he c'er reſign _ 
The buſineſs of the day, to taſte the ſweets 

Of calm repoſe, agreeable, that then 

Would ſeal, thrice welcome, o'er his weary limbs, 
Till, in devotion humble, he implor d 465 
The preſence of that Gop, who rules, ſupreme, 


The Loxp of Night and Day, and on whoſe hand. 


Hangs length of days, and all thoſe beneſits 
That ſweeten life, and lengthen out our ſpan. 


* 


Thus liv'd he long, reipected, and belov d, 470 
Till Hoary Age, rever'd, had filver'd o'er | 


His head, unſtain'd, and, at the cloſe of life, 


Had ſeen him fall like Autumn's ripeſt grain, 


Dropping, mature, into the arms of Death. 
So RATIO died. Envy his bleſt exit, 475 


Ve, that in midſt of noontide years and ſtrength, 


Floating on Folly's wing, forget to-morrow ; 
That ſkim thro? life in Pleaſure's painted barge, 
Till boundleſs exceſs in thoſe liberties 


That Senſe allows, has drain'd the purple tide 480 
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Of health, and urg'd you to the verge of life © 
In thoughtleſs, wild career; when Vice throws off 
The guileful maſk, and ſhews her harlot mien, 
Bereft of every winning ſweet, and charm 
That pleas'd before. When all Time's paſt enjoyments 
Seem but an idle dream, and then you wake 486 
To view things i in their fad reality. 1 

Envy his death, ye, who, to lengthen'd days, 
Have brav'd the many ills that watt on life, 


And ſeen the chain of moments glide away, 490 


That ſtole you, thoughtleſs, to the preſent INE 
Unhappy ſtate indeed! Methinks I fre 
The hoary wretch, tottering beneath the weight 
Of Age Infirm, with foul inur'd to Wrong, 


And harden'd heart, quite unfuſceptible EE * 


Of ſoft impreſſions, tho', at times, perchance, 
One ſerious thought may ſteal upon his mind 
Untimely; then, but for a ſingle moment, 
He may regret the paſt, and fear the future : 


But, like the cloud that gilds the morning ſky, ; 50 


Or dew- drop, glittering on the Summer's green, 

This tranſient ray of Virtue, mock ſobriety, 

Gives o'er to ſhine, and then the vicious ſoul 

Shakes off his inclination to be good, ; 

And turns to feel himſelf but what he was. 50 5 


Yon rurat ſcenes that offer to the view 
What Taſte refin'd, with Nature, can perform; 
Where all the flowers that crown the hill or dale, 
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Send forth their ſweets ambroſial, and diſplay 
Their native beauties, liſtening to the call 519 
Of Nature—for *tis Nature's work alone 

To bid them bloom ſpontaneous—where the trees, 
In rows of richeſt ſymmetry, adorn 

The winding ſides of yonder avenue, 


Or ſloping hill, where ſtately, towering pines, 515 
Rear up their ſhaggy ſummits to the ſky, 


Afar conſpicuous; where the fertile dales, 

With freſheſt verdure clad, extenſive ſtretch 

The richeſt paſture for the browſing herds : 
Theſe ſcenes were Pol. Los. PoLLo's rural dome 


Own'd {ſweets like theſe. Far from the buſy throng, 


In pleaſant ſolitude, unknown to Care, ” 

The Swain confum'd the day ; while, to his walk. 
By purling rill, or ſmoothly-gliding ſtream, - 
The ſylvan choriſts warbPd out their love. 523 
Sweet as the fields, in Story fam'd ſo ſweet, 


THESsALIAN TEMPE, at the verdant foot 


Of tow'ring Hus; or, the ELvsian Plains, 
By Poets ſung, that firetch'd their balmy bounds, 
Teeming with flowers, near Mount of CYTHERUS, 
That intervenes the bound of ATTICa, 531 
And fam'd BzoTra, Gr &cian Domains. | 
Or pleaſant Banks of Ma DRE, PmRYGIAN Stream, 
Of many windings, oft MAN DER call'd. 

Such ſtill were Por.1.10's haunts at duſky Eve, $35 
Or dewy Morn; and, when the Mid-day beam 
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Shane down oppreſſive, in the Amber lake, 

With pamper'd Willows ſhaded, cool, he lav'd; 

Or to the Myrtle ſhade retir'd, alone, 

To ſee the Flow”'rets blow, and taſte the ſweets 540 
Of rural life: Fair as Diana's Grove. CL. 
Where, with her Maiden-train, ſhe oft purſues 

The timid Doe, now o'er the bloſſom'd path, 

Now thro' impervious thickets, where the ſhade 


Of Eglantine, thick-grown, or Jeſſamine 545 


Conceals the prey; or, on the matted green, 

In ſoft Amuſement, trips the light-heel'd Dance, 

Jo Song of Woodland Nymph, or diſtant pipe 

Of ſhepherd Swain, ſweet-echoing o'er the Dale. 

Ihe Partner of his ſoul, the ſweeteſt Nymph 550 
That ever grac'd the Plain, increas'd his bliſs : 

For all that's lovely, all that's good, ſhe had 

In ſtore profuſe, the bounteous gift of Heav'n. 

Fair as the bloſſom of the woodland Thorn 

Or bloom of Valley-Lily; on her cheek _ 555 


Sweet Innocence diſplay' d its native charms. 

The ſurly frown, that oft contracts the brow 

Of Power, ſhe knew not, nor the wanton leer 
Of gay Coquette ; but unaffected grace, | 569 
And aſpect ſoft as is the Weſtland-gale, 

That wafts the odours of the balmy grove. 

But all the charms her outward form could boaſt 
Were far eclips'd by thoſe that ſhone within. ; 


———— — 8 2 
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From CozL1a's gate for CoꝝLlA was her name 
From CozL1a's gate oft did the wand ring poor 566 


Thankful depart, imploring on her head 


Heaven's richeſt bleſſings. Often did her hand 


Relieve the helpleſs, whofe ſeverer fate 


Made them dependent on her charity. $70 


Supremely bleſt, they liv'd the happieſt pair 

That e'er enjoy'd each other, in the bonds 

Of Matrimony, or of Love conjoin d. 
Experience taught thoſe ſweets, unſtain'd, that flow 


From happy Wedlock, and from mutual Love; 575 | 
Thoſe joys refin'd, to lawleſs fouls unknown. 


But, oh! how fleeting are the joys of Life, 

And how unſtable is the bliſs it yields! 
For, happy though they liv'd, one tucklefs Morn 
Made CotL1a fad. She ſaw her deareft ſelf, 580 
Her PoLLto ſicken; faw Diſcaſe approach, | 


His colour fading, yet ſhe dar'd to hope 


That PoL110's ficknefs ſhould not prove to death. 
The power of Med*cine was applied in vain. 


| All human ſkill was bafff d; awful Deak 8 


Mock'd at the Healing Art. Iwas Heaven's decree 
That he ſhould die; and who can contradict 5 
The will of Fate? The order'd Hour was come, 
That he ſhould leave this tranfitory life, OS 


That, like an airy Viſion, rolls away, = 


Till thoſe that wanton on the Stage of Life 
Haſte to the brink of vaſt Eternity; 


/ ( ne 
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When, i in a the boundleſs Gulf, anon, they plunge, | 
* Unconſcious of a bottom or a ſhore.” 
See Pol LIo, once ſo happy, ſee him lie 595 
A lifeleſs corpſe! And ſee his tender Spouſe 
Mourn his exit, while o'er her crimſon-cheek 
The ſilent tear diſtills, a tribute due 
To PoLL1o's memory!—PorLLio once ſo dear! | 
See, fill'd with grief, his mourning friends attend, 
In ſympathetic fondneſs, pouring forth 601 
The ſtrains of Comfort to the weeping t 
While round his bed, among the joyleſs choir 
The Panegyric on his former virtues | 
Goes on improv'd, nor loſes as it goes. 60 5 
So PoLLIO died. O let the tender Muſe . 
Drop the ſad tear of mournful Elegy; _ 
And let the plaintive Lyre, in ſtrains of Woe, 
Tell how he liv'd beloved by his friends, 
And by the good, while even the ſons of Vice 610 
Dar'd not through rev'rence to defile his name. 
And where his friendly aſhes reſt entomb'd, 
Where lonely Meditation loves to walk, | 
in Solitude immur'd, there let the eye 
Of blind Security behold the fate 045 
Of all that live. There let the Worldling ſee 
The vanity of heaping countleſs ſums 
Of gain ill- found, that owes its origin 
To Fraud and Robb'ry—moſt accurſed means 
Of gaining Wealth! while the next round of things 
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May lay the Wretch low as his daſtard views, 621 
Which by the earth he treads are circumſcrib'd, 
Who has no higher, no ſuperior end, 
Than ſpinning out his wretched life, a ſlave 
To Earth's deſtructive, baneful produce, Gold! 62 5 
There let the Courtier ſee the certain end 
Of Grandeur, Wealth, and popular Applauſe! 
Read, on the marble or the poliſh'd ſtone, 
In mournful narrative inſcrib'd, the fate 
Oft thoſe who once were noble like himſelf! 638 
Whoſe hand, once mighty, ſway'd: the rod of Power, 
Or, at the helm of Government enthron d, 
Had weigh'd the cauſe of thouſands, whom the Grave 
Has levell'd with the Beggar, and the Clown. 
There let the dauntleſs fon of Mars behold 635 
The fate of warriors, whoſe reſiſtleſs ſword, | 
Prawn in their country's cauſe, had oft been ſtain'd 
With hoſtile blood: By whole relentleſs ſpear | 
The Mighty fell in prime of years and ftrength, 
Ere Age Mature had call'd them from the field, 645 
In peaceful eaſe, to taſte repoſe at home. 
Vet, tho' the Victor laugh'd at the approach 
Of diſtant thouſands, madd*ning to the fight, 
Arm'd with the inſtruments of Wound and Death; 
The poliſh'd Falchion, and the maſſy Shield, 645 
Could not withſtand, nor ward away Diſeaſe, 
Sent from a hand more mighty than his own, 
The Strength of Kings, whoſe abſolute command 


77 
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All Nature owns, and Nature all obeys; EO 


Who bears alone, the keys of Heaven and Hell, 659 


And reigns eternal; at whoſe awful nod 
Flies winged Death and executes his will. 


All men muſt die. Not to the peaſant ſwain, 
That drives the team, the ſtubborn glebe to turn, 
Comes Death more ſure than to the haughty Prince, 
Whoſe coſtly diſhes crown his ample board 656 
In piles luxurious. Not at Galley-Slaves, TT 
Tho? oft requeſted, pray'd for, and deſir'd 
To put a period to their wretched life, 
Does the grim tyrant oft direct his ſhaft, 663 
More than at thoſe who chain them to the Oar, 
And reap the wretched produce of their toil. 

Soon as the Trav'llers cloſe the round of Life, 
Down in one common Bed they all repoſe, | | 


And end this airy viſion in the Grave; 665 


While o'er their lifeleſs clay, in mournful tale, 

Perhaps erected by ſome faithful friend, 

ALETTER'D Srox E, their Name and Fate reveals, 

Cut down in Childhood, Youth, or Middle Age; 

Or ſeiz'd by Fate, in more advanced years, 670 

When Life Mature had ripen'd them to men, 
Perhaps a Graſſy Turf alone ſupplies _ 

The place of Stone Inſcrib'd, or-Sepulchre, 

Nor ſleeps the clay leſs ſound that relts below. 
Theſe faithful Remembrancers too that tell, 

Ce 
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In dumb rehearſal, to the Paſſenger, | 

How, underneath their {ſmall circumference, 

The poor remains of former Life repoſe, 

Muſt likewiſe moulder with the duſt they cover, 
And, crumbling, join the common wreck of Things, 


Then, is it ſo, that all things muſt decay, 681 
And Nature's goodly frame muſt feel the wreck 
Of Time's all-waſting hand? Can nought eſcape 
The univerſal havoc Hz has made? 

And fay, Muſt even the everlaſting hills, 

On whoſe eternal mound, deep-ſettled, ſtand 

The barriers of the Main, that to the ſhock 

Of warring Elements have ſtood unmov'd, 

And dar'd the laſhing billows, unimpair'd, 
Thouſands of years? and muſt thoſe tow'ring piles, 
Of ſize enormous, that, in diſtant lands, 691 
Toſs up their ſpiky ſummits to the Heavens | 
In awful Majeſty, muſt theſe decay, 

And moulder down a ſhapeleſs heap of rubbiſh?. 
May, o'er the ample tract, that now ſupports 055 
The ſtately ediſice, the plodding feet 

Of ſun-· burnt Pilgrim ſtray, or tawny Moor | 
Purſue his game; or may the Shepherd Swain, 
That guides the fleecy drove, be heard to tell, 
While trading, careleſs, o'er the graſſy turf, - 700 
That there, as Story ſays, once buildings ſtoud 
Call'd Pyramids? Yes! all- corroding Time 
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May ſee theſe things accompliſh'd. Say, my Muſe, 


Since Time began to run His ample round. 
What has Hz done, or rather what not done! og 
Beneath His potent arm, Empires gave way, | 
With all their grandeur, while, at their decline, 
New Empires roſe, and puſh'd into exiſtence 
More mighty States than what had gone before. 
Hz ſaw the ſon of Pr1L1y's Deathleſs bands, 710 
With Power unbridl'd, o'er a conquer d world 
Exult victorious, yet denied their Chief | 
Thoſe rites Funereal, that attend the bier 


Of Clown ignoble, or the village Swain. 


Hz ſaw a CxsAR bid the extended Globe 715 
Own him its Lord, when GaLL1a's warlike ſons, 
And GERMANS bold, imbattFd. on the plain, 


Felt the dread terror of his mighty arm, 


And bow'd obſequious, to the Law of Roux, 
He ſaw the Warrior meet the worſt of fates, - 720 
Saw him unguarded die, and ſaw his blood 


| Reek on a vile Aſſaſſin's blade at home. 


Since firſt Hz ſaw this ſublunary world 
Give life and motion to its ſeveral parts, 
What Revolutions has Hz not perform'd! 725 


| Nought of this well-plann'd ſyſtems of affairs 


Can boaſt of long Duration. For as men 
Advance in Knowledge and Experience 
In Art or Science, daily Theory 


Muſt teach new Regulations; theſe make way 730 
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For others in their turn, till 3 round 
Of events, fettled by all- ruling Heaven, 
Riſe into being, and the period 
To which their every reſolution tends, 
Hid in the ErERNAL Mixp, ſhall have arriv'd, 73 3s 
That muſt conclude this airy ſcene of things; 
Theſe poor conceits, that now ſeem to n 
And court our adoration, which, to gain 
Coſts mortals ſo much trouble; and, when 8 
Can ne' er produce content, nor ſatiate 74⁰ 
The mind of the purſuer, but increaſe 
Thoſe groſſer appetites, which, when enjoy'd, 
Their fleeting ſweets could never gratify. 
Ah! mad delufion! then, to waſte our time . 
In chaſe of viſions that elude our graſp, 745 
And mock our ſenſes, like the goodly fruit 8 
That hangs, deceitful, on the trees of Sopou, 
Nor ever ſatisfy d the anxious taſte ; 

Of curious trav'ller. Tell, ye wiſer few! 
Whoſe ſouls, bright ſcienc'd in the myſtic lore. 750 
Of deep Philoſophy, and ſearch profound, 5 
All Nature's latent ſecrets have explor'd, 

And with unwearied labour have arriv'd 
At ſkill beyond the common rank of men; 
Say, Can the whole of this extenſive globe, 755 
So amply ſuited to ſupply the wants 
Of all that live, round which th' unweary'd Sun 
Performs his courſe diurnal, and brings on 
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The change, reciprocal; ; of Night and Day, | 


And grateful round of Seaſons, where the Spring, " 


With mildeſt influence, ufhers i in the balm 
Of flowery nations, Summer's ſprightly train, 
And bounteous Autumu”s choiceft offerings | 


Of fruits full ripen'd, glad the rolling W 


Ere ſurly Winter, with his icy hand, 765 


In hoary grandeur, cloſes up the ſcene, 
Can this content, or happineſs beſtow ?- | | 
Or muſt it ſue from 2 happter ſhore, 
Where Life's attendants, Toil, and Miſery, 
With gloomy Care, ne'er ventur'd to approach; 770 
Nor anxious Grief, and Trouble, ſiſter- twins; 
Nor lank Diſeaſe e' er came, nor black Deſpair, 
With head by Furies circl'd round, the worſt 
Of all the diſmal catalogue of Ills? 
Where Pleaſure reigns eternal, and where Joy 775 
Abounds unſpeakable; and where the Kine, 
Whoſe ſmile alone makes happineſs below ; 
Makes even the deſarts fertile, and whoſe frown 
Turns fatteſt lands to rueful barrenneſs: 
Whoſe influence bids the virtuous Swain enjoy 780 
Health, Nature's balm, and many-footed Eaſe, 
And ſweet Content, and genuine Happineſs, 
Her lovely offspring, where that KING diſplays 
The brightneſs of his face, and where the ſons 
Of injur'd Virtue rapt to bliſs, enjoy 285 
Unending pleaſure in the world above! 


.% 
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Yes! ſurely, fad Experience tells how vain _ 
For man to look for happineſs below, 
Where joyleis Woe and Trouble ſtill attend 
Our tranſitory life, and anxious Care 
Sours every moment of our ſhort exiſtence. 
Here fleeting ſeaſons tell us'to extend, 


And ſtretch our views beyond their narrow limits, 
To bliſs more laſting, on thoſe happy plains, 
Where light for ever ſhines, cceleſtial light, 
And, from a thouſand channels, joy diſtils. 
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PROLEGOMENA. 


o 
4 x 
* 


HE common ſound of the à in Scots is like the 


Engliſh à in wm, tall, &c. 


The Engliſh 0, 0a, 0e, Or ps is changed in the 


Scots 1 into i, a, ai, 5 or ao. 


For r o paſſes into i, ſometimes as mother 
into mither, brother into brither, &c. Into 4; as one 
into ane, off into aff, & c. Into ae; as go into 

gae, &c. | 


The ſound of the French 1, or Greek upſilon, 
which may be ſaid never to occur in the Engliſh, in 
its delicate tone, is the common ſound of the 10 
S 


The Scots diphthong ey ſounds always like the 
Latin ei; or like the ſound of it in the Engliſh 
words hey . 


The only caprice ke. of okay noted, rela- 


tive to the pronunciation of double conſonants, 1 18, 


. Id 


= 


EINE IS —— — 


AE 


h Wn a 
2 
. 
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that the ch and gh are always ſounded with #pira- 
tion. 5 „ 


Theſe obſervations, as they diſcover the moſt 
ordinary peculiarities in orthography, or pronunci. 
ation, may, perhaps, be nothing unworthy the at- 
tention of any reader. 


GLOSSARY. 


Ance, once | 
Anither, another 


A | 

A5 
Aback, el, a 
AY alone 
lins, perhaps 

Aboan, abave 
Abeigh, at a diſtance 
A breed, in breadth 
Abread, abroad 
Ae, one _ 
Aten, oaten 


Aff, off; aff-loof, extempore 


Afore, before | 

Aft, oft 

Aften, often 

Aglee, in a wrong direction 
Aik, oak 


Aiker-braid, the breadth of 


An acre 


Ain, own 
Air, long ſince, os 


Air, up, ſoon up 
Airs, oars 
Airn, iron 

Aits, oats 

Aith, an oath 
Aiver, an old horſe 


Aizle, a live ſpark from a 


candle or fire 
Alake, alakanee, alas 
Alane, alone 


_ Amaiſt, almoſt 


Amang, among 
Ambrie, cupboard 
An', and, if 

Ang one, an 

Anew, enough, 


Attour, out over 


Aurglebargle, to wrangle, to 


_ Awfu?, awful 


Aye, always, for ever 


Apen, open | 
Arles, earneſt of a ain 
Ar tfu 7 artful 

Aſe, aſhes 


Aſteer, ſticring 


Atains, or at ance, at once, 
at the ſame time 


Aughts cight, alſo poſſeſhon 


Auld, old 
Auld-farrant, crafty, inge- 
nious 


contend 
Ava, at all 
Awn, the beard of grain. 
Awner, owner 


Awnie, bearded _ 


Awſome, frightfu], terrible 
Awkart, awkward | 
Ay, yes 


Aynd, the breath 
Ayont, n 


8. 


Ba', ball 

Bab, a poſie, a noſegay. 
Bachles, old ſhoes 
Backſey, ſurloin 
Bade, did bid 


Badrans, a cat 


Baggage, term of contempt 
# 
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75 Beuk, did bake 


Baid, ſtaid | 
pate. a wooden veſſel for 


carrying toals ö | 
| Beet, to add fuel bs fire 


Bairns, children 
Baith, both 
Balderdaſh, nonſenſe 
Balen, whalebone 
Bane, bone 


Bang, the action of lifting, 


or throwing an thing 
haſtil 5 


Y 
Bangſter, bluſt'ring, roaring : 


perſon 


| Bannocks, a ſort of bread 


thicker than cakes, and 
round 

Banton, a very ſmall kind of 
cocks or hens; a dwarf 

Barken'd, when mire, blood, 
&c. hardens on any thing 
Itke bark 

Barefit, bare-footed 


Bardie, diminutive of Bard 
- Barlihood, a fit of drunken 


paſſion 

Barrie, a woman's petticbat, 
a piece of flannel for 
wrapping an infant in 

Barrow-trams, the ſtaves of 
a hand-batrow 

Baſh, ſuch a blow as may be 
given with any thing that 
is broad 

Baſhfu”, baſhful 


Batch, a crew, a gang 


Batts, a diſeaſe among horſes 

Bauch, ſorry, indifferent 

Bauld, bold | 

Bawbee, A halfpenny | 

Baws'nt, having a white ſtripe 
down the face 

Bauk, a croſs beam 

Bavary, a big-· coat 
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Bedeen, m— 


Beek, to baſk 


Beegie, a beadle 
Beft, beaten 


Begoud, began | 
Begunkit, ſhamefully- miſ- 


taken 
Be rutten, all in tears £ 
Behint, behin', or abin, be. 
bind 
Beild ,orbie enge et 
Bien, or been, wealthy” 
Bells, bubbles 
Beltan, the 3d of May © 
Belyve, by and by | 
Ben, the inner-room of A 
houſe | 
Bended, drunk hard + 
Bendſel, force 
Befa', to befal 
Benniſon, bleſſing 
Belly-fu', belly-full 
Bent, the open field 85 
Bethankit, the grace after 
meat 
Bethral, a beddal, or church. 
$ officer | | 
Bicker, a wooden diſh 


Big, to build 


Biggin', a building 
Biggonet, a linen cap 
Billie, brother, a re, 1” 
Bilt, a blow 

Birk, birch-trees 
Birke, a clever fellow _ 


Bing, a heap 


Bil', a bull 

Birle,' to drink 

Birn, a burat mark | 

Birns, the talks of a bane 
heath 

Birr, force, flying vith weile 


| Birz'd, bruiſes 


9 


8 * 0 8 
Bit, fouls place 


mell 
Bizz, to buzz, a buſtle 


Black- a- vic d, of a dark com- 


plexion 
Blae, pale- blue, the colour 
of the ſkin when bruiſed 
Blaſtit, blaſted 
Blaſtie, a ſhrive'd dwarf, 2 
term of . 
Blaſſhm, be uile 
Blate, baſhful _ | 
Blather, the bladder 
Blatter, a rattling noiſe 


Blear, to make the eye water 


Bleech, to blanch, or whiten 

Bleeze, blaze 

Blaw, to blow, to boaſt, or 
flatter 

Blether, fooliſh talk 

Blin, ceaſe 

Blink, a little while, an in- 
terrupted look . 

Blinkan, the flame riſing and 
falling, as when the oil in 
a lamp is almoſt exhauſted 

Blinker, a term of conteriſpt 
commonly applied to one 
blind of an eye 


Blaud, a broad piece of any 


thin 
Bleſſin ike 5 
Blue, vulgar term for whiſky 
Bluſh't, did bluſh 
Blutter, to talk nonſcnſe 
Blue-gown, a beggar who, 
every king's birth-day, 
receives a blue gown and 
a bad 
Blype, a red of any thing 
Boak, to vomit 
HBoal, a little prefs, or cup- 
board i in the wall 
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: | | Bobble, a flovenly ſellow 
Bittle, or 18 a wooden, 


Bodin, or dead provided 
for, or furniſhed —© 

Bodle, one-fixth of a penn 

_ Engliſh, an old coin 
Bodeword, an ominous meſ- 

ſage 

Boggen, a boi, a tumour 
Boglebo, a hobgobli, or 
ſpectte 


Boiken, a botkin 


Bommle, to work co 


Bombouzl'd, affronted, rough- 


ly handled 


Bonnie, or bonny, I 


Bonny wallies, toys, 
Bonnilie, beautifully - 
Bother, to pother | 
Boortrie, t e elder firab 


Booſt, behoved © 
Boſs, empty, hollow 
Botch, a tumour | f 
Bouk, bulk 
Bourd, jeſt 

Bouze, to Acink 
Bowet, a lanthorn 


Boord, Nes 


SN 


 Bowkail, cabbape 


Bow't, crooked, bended” 
Bra', orbraw, handſome, fine 
Brae, the fide of 2 hill 


Braid, broad 


Braik, a harrow- 
Braird, the young Tony of 


grain 


Brak, broke | 
Brander, a gridiron 


Brachan, water-gruel, made 
of oatmeal, utter, and 
hone | A 

Brands, calves of the legs 


Brankan, prancing, capering 
Branks, a wooden 


curb for 
horſes 
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Braſh, A \ hort, ſevere illneſs 

Brainge, to run in any 
thing 

Brattle, noiſe 

Brats, rags 5 wo 

Brawnie, ſtout _. 

Brie, juice, liquid 

Breckan, fearn 

Bree, the e 

Breeks, breeches 

Brent · brow, ſmooth high 
forehead | 

Breathan, breathing 

Breif, an irreſiſtable ſpell 

Brig, bridge 

Breaſtit, did ſpring up 

Briſs, to preſs _ 

+ Briſket, the breaſt 

Brock, a badger 

Brogue, a trick 


& *« 4 


Broo, broth „ 
Brooſe, a race at a country - 
wedding 


Browden, fond 

Browſt, a brewing 
Browſter, a brewer 
Brown Jennet, a knapſack 
Bruliment, a broil _ 
Bubble, ſnot 

Bucky, the large ſea-ſnail 
Buirdly, ſtout made, tall of 
__ ſtature | 
Buff, nonſenſe 

Buffet-ſtool, a ſmall feat 
Bught, the little fold where 


the ewes are incloſed at 


milking- time 

Bulge, a ſwell of any thing 

Buller, to make a gargling 
noiſe _ 

Bum - clock, a humming bee- 
tle that flies about in a 
ſummer-evening 


By, 
37 


Byke, a hive of bees 
Rm paſt, over 
| Byre, or byar, a ng 


s A RY. 


Bumbazed, confuſed 

Bungie, drunk, fuddled 

Bunk er, A long, low Roch 
for ſittit on 


Buntlin', a dwarf 


Burn, a brook 


Burnie, dimin. of vide 


Burn, urine—to make one's | 
burn, to pifs _ 
Burnewin, 3 blackſmith 
Bure, did bear _ 2: 
Buſk, to deck, to dreſs 
| Buſkit, decked, dreſſed 
Byſſin, a ſort of l | 
worn by old women 
Buſtine, fuſtian-cloth 
Bulle, 2 buſtle 


But, without 3 


But an' ben, the two Abr 
ments in both ends of a 
country houſe 
paſt 5 
y himſeP, out of his ſenſes - 
By-word, a proverb, common 
ſaying 


5 ; 


C 


* * Pe 


cx. to call, to name, codrize 
Cadge, to carry — 
Cadger, a country carrier 


Caff, a calf, chaff 


Cadie, a young man 


Caff-ward, a ſmall inclofure 


for calves 


Caird, a tinker 


Cairn, a heap of ſtones _ 
Caller, : Freſh, ſound, cool 


Cauler, 


' Callan, a young boy 


Bum, anoiſc, to hum as bees do Cam', did come 
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e ſtern, grim, ill- 
: atured 
cite, to wrangle 
_ Cankert, angry, paſſionate 
Cannie, wary | 
Canna, cannot 
Cant, to tell merry old tales 
Cantraips, incantations 
Canty, chearful, merry 
Cappernoited, whimſical, ill 
. natured | | 
Capoſtane, capeſtone 
Cappit, ſulky, ill- natured 
Car, a ſledge 
Carcudeugh, intimate, good 
friends | 
Carena, care not 
Careerin, chearfully * 
Carle, an old man 
Carline, an old woman 
Cartes, cards 
Ca't, called, driven | 
Cathel, abot- pot made of ale 
ſugar, and eggs 
Caudron, a caldron 
Cawk, chalk 
Chack, check, ſqueeze 
Chackit, chequered, ſqueage® 
Chafts, chops ... 
Champit, chewed 
Chantie, orchanty, a piſs-pot 
Chap, a blow, a fellow 
Chapin', an ale-meaſure, cor- 
| reſponding to a quart in 
Engliſh 
Chappan, tall of, ſtature, 
clever 
2 Char, or a- jar 
thing is put out of its ſi- 
tuation, aſide, a chink 
Chancy, fortunate 
Chanter, a part of a bagpipe 
Chat, gallows 
+ Chauner, to murmur 
_ Chiel, a young fellow 


When any 


| Ctockin”; batching 
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Chearfu', chearful 
Checkit, checked 


Cheep, to chirp 


Chitteran, ſhivering | 
Chirm, to chirp as a bird; 
alſo to mutter diſcomtentedly 
Chimla, a grate 
Chimla-lug, the fire-ſide 
Chow, to chew—Cheet-for- 
chow, ſide-by-ſide 


 Chiffat, a mould for cheeſe 


Chuckie, a hen 
Chu fat · faced 


_ - Claug an, a ſmall village 


Claes, clothes . 
Claik, clatter, little worth | 
Claith, cloth | ; 
Clamjamfra, idle, or little 
worth companions . | 


| Clan, tribe, famil 


Clank, ſuch a noiſe as would 

be be made by ſtriking 
two pieces of wood to- 
gether, a blow 

Clap, clapper of a mill 

Clarkit, wrote - 

Clartie, beſpattered 

Claſh, a noiſe like two broad 

ſurfaces meeting together 

Claſhes, chat, lies 

Clatter, to tell idle ſtories 

Claut, an inſtrument for 
cleaning the ſtreets _- 

Claut, to clean, to ſcrape __ 

Clips, a wooden inſtrument 
for pulling thiſtles out of 
ſtanding corn 

Clinkumbell, the bellman 

Cliſbmaclaver, idle talk 

Cleed, to clothe 

Cleek, to catch as with a hook 

Cleugh, a den betwixt rocks 

Elinty, hard, ſtony 

Clock, to batch, a beetle 
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By Cloit, to fall b 
.*_ Cloit, a ſtroke 
Clamibewet, a ſmart blow 
with a cudgel 
Cloſs, a paſſage thro? a houſe, 
- court, ſquare, or lane 
Clopr, the little lump on the 
dead, , occaſioned by a 
blow or fall | 
; Cloot, a hoof 
Clype, to tell ſecrets 
Cockernony, the gathering of 
a woman's hair when itis 
tied up with a ſnood _ 
Cockſtool, a pillory 
Cod, a pillow | 
Coft, bought | 
_ Cog, a wooden diſh 
Cogle, to moye ran 
and forwards 
ie, not ſecure, when a 


_ thing has a lippery foun- 


dation 

Coila, a diſttict in Ayrſhire 
Collie, a farmer's dog 
| 83 a wooden piſs-pot 
Coof, a fupid fellow 
Co'er, to cover 
Cooſer, a ſtoned horſe 
Cooſt, 
Ty 5 did caſt 
Cootie, a wooden diſh 
Commaun, command 
Corbie, a raven 
Core, a party 
Coke, well ſecured, ſheltered 
Coth, convenient, friendly 
Contar, a country tenant 
Coup, a fall 
Coup, to barter 
Cour, to crouch and creep as 
a dog who is afraid of a 
beating 


Couthie 
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Cowe, a fancied appariti 
a branch of A en, 
Cowp, a number; as the hail 
5 
Cow, to coll, to name 
Cowpit, tumbled , overturned 
Cove, a cavern 
Cook, to managea thing dex» 
terouſl 
Coble, a fithing-boat * 
Couble to overturn _ 
Crabbit, crabbed, ill- natured, 
fretful 
Crack, converſation 
S converſe 
Cr , converſi ing 
Craik, to make a noiſe 
Craft, a field near a houſe f 
Creel, a baſket | | 
Craig, the throat, or rhropl 
Creepy, a ſmall ſeat 
Criſh, greaſe | 
Crambo-jingle, dogrel-rhime 
Crank, the noiſe of an un- 
greaſed wheel, hinge, &c. 
Crankous, fret ful 
Crap, a crop 
Cranreugh, hoar-froſt 
Craw, t the crow of a cock, 2 


rook | 
Crock, a large earthen veſſel : 
Croichle, a cough -” 
Croil, a crooked dwarf 


| Cronie, a companion 
Croon, to hum over a tune; 


the low of a bull 
Crood, to coo as a dove 


| Croutetis, crooked-backed_ 


Crowdie-time, breakfaſt-time 
Crouſe, courageous, proud 


Crouſly, proudly, boldly 


Crove, or cro 1 a cottage c 
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Crowlin, crawling 


Cru 1 crooked 
Cruds, curds 


en of bread 
Crammy, a cow's name 
Crunt, — a ſtroke as may 
be given with a knotty 
or crooked ſtick 
Crunch, a ſmallpiece, to break 
| {mall with the teeth, ap- 
plied to eating 


| Cryne, to ſhrink, to become 


leſs by drying | 
Cudeich, a bribe, preſent _ 
Culzie, to flatter F 
Cummock, a ſhort ſtaff | 

a crooked bead 
Cun, to taſte, learn, know 
Cunzie, or Cunie, money 
Curchie, a courtſey 
Curlin, a game on the ice 
Curlie, curled 


ith 


Curmurring, rumbling noiſe | 


Curn, a ſmall parcel. 

Curpon, the crupper 

Curthe, a kerchief 

Curtouſh, a woman's ſhort 


.gown 
Cuſhat, the wood-pidgeon 


Cultock, the ſtalksof cabbages 


or coleworts 
Cutle, to guide carefully 
Cutts, lots made uſually of 
ſtraws unequally cut. 
D 


Da, dad, father, 

Dab, proficient 

Dab, to peck 

Dable, to chew, to drink 

Dale, to drink 

Dadlie, a cloth put before 
children to keep them clean 

Daft, merry, foolith 


Crump, hard and brittle, bol. 


Dafan, folly, diverſion 


| Dail, a thin cutting of wood 


Bae rare, now and then 
Dainty, fine, agreeable, good- 


humoured 


' Daintiths, rarities delicacies 


Dang, did ding, beat, drive 

Ding-dang, one thing coming 
haſtily on the back of a- 
nother 

Dingyt, ſtupid, confuſed 

Dancin, dancing 

Darg or daurk, a day's labour 

Darklins, darkling 

Darle, a ſmall piece, applied 
to bread _ 

Darn, to hide 

DR to mend a rent by ſew- 


ing 
Dappl't, dappled 


Daſh, to ſhame, put out of 


countenance 


Davpit, ſtupid, unconcerned, 


fooliſh 
Daud, to threſh, beat 
Dawner, - to wander, as if a 
perſon knew not whe= 
ther, to ſaunter 


Daud, a large Piet of any 


ching | 
Dawtet, careſſed, fondled, 
Dauty, a fondling 
Daur, to dare 
Dearie, dimrn. of dear 
Dearthfu', dear 


Deave, to make deaf 


Deleeret, delirious 
Deepin, a net 
Deepin-workers, net: weavers 


Delve, to dig with a ſpade 


Dees, dairy- maids | 
Dementit, out of all patience ' 
Deray,merriment, za 
order, noiſe 
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Dern, hidden, ſecret | 
Devel, a blow given with 
force 

Deſcrive, to deſcribe 
Dewgs, ſhapings of cloth, 
frags | 
Dic't, varied in colour | 
Didle, to move like a dwarf 


Dight, to rub, clean, make 


ready, to clean corn from 
cha © | | 
Din, ill-coloured, noiſe diſ- 
__ turbance | 
Dimpl't, dimpled | 
Ding, to overcome, puſh 
Dinna, do not 

Dinkie, neat, handſome 


Dippen, the ſtairs at a river ſide 


Dirle, a ſmart ſtroke, or pain 
Diſh, to -puſh with the horn 
2s 2 bull c 
Dit, to ſtop up a hole 

Divet, a turf | 
Dizzie, giddy 

Dock, to col, cut 3 
Dockan, the dock (herb) 
Doilt, filly, crazy | 
Doitet, confuſed, ſtupid 
Donſy, neat, clean 

Donſy, unlucky 


Dool, large piece 
Dool, ſor row 


Dool, a goal 


Doolanee, Alack-a. day 


Doofart, a ſtupid fellow _. 3 


Dorty, proud, ſauey 

Doſend, cold 

Douce, ſober, grave 

Douce, a blow 

Dought, could 

Doughty, ſtrong, valiant. 

Douk, to dive as a duck 

Doure, ſtout, patient under 
pain, ſullen, tubborn 


Dow, will, ineline, can 
Dow, to thrive | 
Dowleſs, unhealthy * | 
Dow, a dove es 


Dow'd; (liquor) that is dead, 


loſt its ſpirits, waſted 


Downa, cannot 

Dowf, mournful, weak 

Dowie, melancholy 5 

Dowp, the arſe of a candle, 

the bottom of an egg- 
Mell 25 

Draigl't, beſmeared 


Drant, to ſpeak flow 
Drap, a drop, to drop 


_ to ſuffer, endure 

reep, to drop 

e a bet 

Dreary, weariſome, frightful] 

Dreigh, flow, tedious _ 

Dribble, a ſmall quantity of 
any liquor, to let liquor 
fall in a ſmall quantity, 

to beſmear 

Driddle, to ſaunter 

Drift, inclination _ 

Drift, a drove 

Drils, drops | 

Drizel, a little water in a ri- 


vulet, ſcarce appearing 


do run 
Droddum, the breech 
Droggit, Linſey Woolſey cloth 
Drone, to ſpeak with grones, 
a diſcontented perſon 
Drouket, drenched in water 
Prouth, thirſt, drought 


Drucken, drunken 


Drummock, meal mixed raw 
with water 

Drunt, a gloom, ill humour, 
 ſoufneſs 

Dubs, mire, a ſmall pond 

Dues, rags, Duddie, ragged 
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Dung, defeat, overcome, ex- 
celled, puſhed 

Dunkle, a hole made in me- 

tal by a ſtroke or fall 

Dunt, ſurpriſe, a blow 

Dunty, a doxy 

Durk, a dagger 

Dwybe, an over tall ſlender 
perſonn 

Dynle, to tremble, ſhake 

Dyver, a N hs 


Either, eaſier 

Ee, the eye 

Eerie, ſuch a terror as atiſes 
from the apprehenſion of 
evil ſpirits 

Edge, of a hill, is the ſide or 
top f 

Eemock, an ant 

Embrow, E dinburgh 

Eetcb, a cooper's adze 

Eild, age 

Felans, of the ſame age. 

Eenin”, evening 

Eith, eaſy 

Eithly, eably_ | 

Elbuck, the elbow _ 

Eldritch, wild, frightful, hi- 
deous 

Elf- ſnot, ſhot by the ſairies, 
bewitched 

Elin, a ſhoemaker's awl 

En', end 

Enlang, along 

Eneugh, enough 

Ergh, ſcrupulous 

Eeran', errand 

Erſt, once, long ago, of old 

Eſtler, hewn-ſtone | 

Eſtlins, rather 

Ether, an adder 

Ettle, to deſign, aim, intend, 
mark 

Even'd, equalled, compared 


Exackly, exactly, | 
Eident, diligent, laborious | 


. ] . F 


Fa', a trap ſuch as is uſed for 
catching rats or mice 

Fa', lot, chance, to fall 

Fadge, a fort of ſpungy flour- 
bread, in ſhape of a roll 

Fae, a foe. | 

Faem, foam 


Fag, to fail, tire, t turn weary, 


draw back 
Fac't, faced _ 
Faddom't, fathomed 
Fail, thick turf 
Fain, earneſt deſire, tickled 
with pleaſure, wanton 


Fait, neat 


Fairin, a preſent on a fair day | 
Fareweel, farewell 


| Farle, a cake of bread. 
Fairfa' ye, good luck betide 


ou 15 
Fallow, fellow 
Fang, the tallons of a fowl, to 
hold faſt 


| Fand, did find 


Faſten- e en, Faſtens- even 

Fattrels, ribbon- ends, &c. 

Faugh, a, colour between, 
white and red | 

Faugh-riggs, fallow-ground - 

Fauld, fold, to fold 5 

Feck, quantity, a part, as 
a feck the greateſt 
number, nae feck, very. 
few | 

Feckſu', able, ſtout 

Feckleſs, weak, feeble 

Feid or fead, feud, quarrel, 
enmity 

Fecht, to fight 

ns fighting 
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Fegs, a petty oath | f 


Feg, a fig 


Feil, many, ſeveral 


Fell, keen, biting, able, vigo- 
rous | 


Fen, ſhift 


 Fendin, living by duſty 


Ferintoſh,' a ſuperior fort of 
| whiſky 

Ferlie, wonder 

Fernier, the laſt year 

Feſh, to bring, to carry 

Fidge, to fidget 

Fin', find 

View” a fiend 

Fier, found, healthy 

File, to dirty, defile 


Fireflaught, flaſh of lightning 


Firry-farry, haſte, confuſion 

Filtle, to ſtir, a ſtir 

Fit, a foot 

Fit- ſtedd, the print of the foot 

Fiz, to bits. a noiſe 

Flaff, to move up and down, 

Taiſe wind by motion, 

as birds with their wings 


Flag, flaſh, as of wind or fire 


F:ane, an arrow 

Flang, did fling 

Flaugbter, to cut turf from 
the ground 

Flaw, a lie 

Fleg, a blow 

Fleeſh, a fleece 


Vleetch, to flatter 
' Flether, to 9 by fair 


words 
Fiewet, a blow 
Fiey, to fright 
Fiey't, afraid 
Flichter, to flutter 
Flinders, broken pieces 


Fliſk, to wanton, to behave 


fooliſhly 


Foy, ſpungy 
Frae, from 
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Flit, to remove 
Flite or flyte, to, ſcold | 


Flet, did ſcold _ 


Flitter, to flutter * 
Fluſh, flood 


Flype, to turn outſide in 
Fog, moſs | 


Forebears, forefathers 
Forby, beſides 7 
Forfairn, abuſed, worn out, 

fatigued | 
Forefaughten, Sores 


Foregainſt, oppoſite to 


Foreſtam, the fore-head 
Foord, a ſord 


: Forjeſkit, jzdded | 


Forgie, forgive 3 
Forleet, forget, forſake 
Fou, full, drunk _ 
Fouth, plent 8 
Fow, a buſhel | 


* 
* 


Fraeth, froth 
Fraize, to flatter 
Fray, buſtle, fight 
Freck, ſtout, mo > 
Freick, an impertinent fellow, 
a ſool | | 
Freik, idle inclination _ 
Frien', friend . 
Fremit, ſtrange, not a kin | 
Friſted, truſted 
Fruſh, brietle, eaſy broke 


Fiuff, to iow: 


Fur, a furrow 

Furder, farther. 

Furder, proſper 

Furthy, forward 

Furlit, four pecks | 
Fud, the ſhort tail of any mg 
Fannie: full of fun 

Furm, a ſorm; a bench 
Fuſhe, did bring 


6 . 0s Ss An 


Fuſtet, as when a ching has 
loſt its * or 55 
=” | 
Fyfteen, fifteen 
Fyke, trouble 
Fyle, to dirty 


ig! 


Gab, the mouth, to ſpeak 


pertly 

Gabſticks, ſpoons | 

Gabby, talkative _ 

Gadge, to dictate 8 
nenn 

Gade, went | 

Gaffa, a loud, long laugh, ' 

Gae, go 

Gaet, way, manner 

Gair, intent on the world, 
parſimonious | 

Gait, a goat 

Gams, gums 

Gang, to go, go 

Gar, to cauſe, force 

Garten, a garter 

Gaſh, ſagacious, witty 

Gaſh- -gabbit, long-chinn'd 

Gaunt, to yawn 

Gavel, end of a houſe 

Gawky, an idle ſtaring idioti- 
cal perſon 25 

Gaun, goin 

Gaws, Ag 

Gaucy, jolly, buxom _ 

Gear, riches, furniture - 

Geck, to toſs the head in wan- 
tonneſs or ſcorn 

Ged, a pike 

Genties great folks . 

Genty, handſome, genteel 

Get, a child, commonly uſed 
by way of e 

CGhaiſt, a ghoſt 


_ Gird, 
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Gielanger, an ill debtor 

Gibbi-gabble, nonſenſe, non- 
ſenfical 

Gif, if 

Gig, a 5 charm | 

Gigle, to laugh 

Gie, to give 

Gilligachus, a fool 


Gilpie, a roguiſh boy 


Gimmer, a ewe from one to 
two years old 


f Gin, if 


Gir, a a girQs hoop 
rike 
Girn, to grin, ſnarl ; 
Girnigogibbie, a fretful, il. 
humoured child | 
Gite, enraged - 
Glaiks, a good for 3 
fellow | | 
Glaiket, wanton, fooliſh 
Glaiſter, to bawl, bark. 


Glaize, to make ſmooth. 


Glaumour, juggling - 

Glaum, to grope 

Glar, mire 

Glee, to ſquint 

Glee't, ſquinted 

Gledd, a kite | 

Gleg, ready witted, ſharp 

Glen, anarrow valley between 
two mountains 

Glib-gabbet, ready in ſpeakirig 

Glim, the venereal diſzaſe 

Gliffan, a ſurprize, a ſudden 
glow of heat 

Glint, to peep | 5 

Gloit, a lubbenly," inactive fel- 
low | 


| Gloom, to frown: 


Gloamin, twilight. 

Glour, to ſtare 

Glundie, an inactive prin 
a __ | 
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_ Glunſh, to hang the brow 

Goan, a wooden diſh 

Goſlins, unſledged birds 

Goſſie, a goſſip 

Gove, to look ſtedfaſt up 

Gowans, daifies 

Gowff, golf, a well-known 
game; alſo a blow on the 
fide of the head with the 
open hand | 

Gowk, cuckoo, a term af con- 

, ent 

Gow!, to howl, cry 

Gowd, gold 

Gouſty, ghaſtly, large, waſte, 
deſolate | 

Grane, a groan, to groan 

Grany, grandmother, an old 
woman 

Graith, harneſſing, furniture, 
dreſs 

Grape, a trident ___ to 
grope 

Graybeard, a jar 

Grays, a diſh uſed by the 
country people in Scot- 
land, of greens and cab- 
bages beat together 

Gramaſhens, riding-hoſe 

Grat, wept 

Great, familiar, intimate 

Gree, prize, victory 

Gree, to agree 

Greet, to cry, to weep 

Grien, to long for 

Grieve, an overſcer 

Grip, to catch 

Grippet, catched 

Griſt, the thickneſs, or coarſe- 
neſs of any thing is called 

__ _ the griftof it 

Griſsle, griſtle 

Groff, coarſe, groſs 

Groggie, muddled 


Guidwife, 
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Gropſey, a glutton 
Grotts, milled oats 


Grouble, to ſwallow up in 


haſte 
Groof, the belly 
Grounch, to Sg : 
Grozet, a gooſeberry 
Grouſome, 

greeable 
Grumph, a grunt 
Grumphie, a ſow 


Grunſtane, 2 grindſtone 


Grun, ground _ 

Grutten, wept | 

Gryſe, a pig 

Gude, good 

Guidman, maſter of the bouſe 


houſe 
Guidfather, father-in-law _ 
Guidmither, mother-in-law 


Gule, a weed that grows a- 


mong grain 
Gumlie, 1 
Gumption, ſenſe, knowledge 


Gurlie, cold, rough. bitter, 


(weather) : 
Guſty, taſteful 
Gutty, big bellied 
Gybe, taunt, fun 
Gytlens, young children 
Gyzen'd, when the wood of 
any veſſel is ſhrunk with 
dryneſs 


HFa', hall 


Hab, Halbert 

Habble, to hobble 

Habble, a mob, fight 

Hae, to have 

Haen, had 

Haet, ſomething, or ſome 
what a haet, not any 
thing 


lothſome, diſa- 


miſtreſs of the 


Was rl. tw rl kat 


GS 1&3 
Haffet, the cheek, fide of the 
head 
Haff lins, half, near by 
Hagabag, coarſe napery 
Hag, a ſear, or gulph in moſ- 
ſes and moors 
Haggice, a large pudding 
Haerſt, harveſt 
Hain, to ſpare 
Haith, a petty oath 
Hale, whole, ſound 
Haleſome, wholeſome _ 
Hallen, a ſcreen, a partition- 
Wall | Sens 
Halt, to ſtop, ſtop _ 
Hame, home Ts 
Hamart, domeſtic _- 
Hamely, homely, friendly 
Han', hand | 
Hanty, convenient 
Hap, an outer garment, a co- 
ver, to hop | 
Happer, a bopper 
Harkit, hearkened 
Harl, to drag 5 
Harn, coarſe linen cloth 
Harnpan, the ſkull 
Harns, brains 
Harſhip, ruin 
Haſh, a ſloven 
Haſtit, haſtened 
Havins, good- manners 
Haverel, a half - witted perſon 


Haughs, valleys, or low 
grounds on the ſides of 
rivers 1 


Hauſe, the throat 

Hawkie, a cow 

Heal, health, or whole 

Hech! oh! ſtrange! 

Hecht, to forebode, to pro- 
miſe | 

Heepie, a melancholy perſon 

Hereyeſtreen, the night be- 
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Herryment, plundering 


235 
fore yeſternight 
Hearſe, hoarſe 


* Heeze, tolift up 


Heezie, a bigh lift | 
Heftit, accuſtomed to live in 
a a place 


Hlellim, helm of a ſhip 


Hempy, a tricky wag, ſuch 
2 v F the hemp 
grows 

Herry, to plunder; common- 

| Is applied to bird-neſls 


Heſp, à certain num of 
| threads in yarn; allo 2 
claſp, bar, or bolt 


Herd, to tend a flock, a ſhep- 


herd 

Hether, the heath 
Hether-bells, the heath-bloſ- 
- ww 
Heugh, a coal-pit, a ſteep 

rock | 
Hiddils, lurking-places 
Hiddlens, ſecretly 
Hinderen', the cloſe 


Hing, to hang | 5 
Hirple, to wa flowly, and 


lamely 


Hirplock, a lame creature 


Hirſle, to move as with 4 


ruſtling aoife 


Hirſle, herdſel, or herdſale, 2 


tflock of cattle 
Hilch, to halt, to hobble 


 Hiftie, dry, barren 


Hite, mad; alſo ſometimes 
exceſſively keen 

Hivie, rich | 

Ho, a ſingle ſtocking 

Hobbleſhow, an idle crowd 

Heel, the kufſt 

HooPt, encloſed, or openet᷑ 

Hooly, flowly 
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Hoord, to hoard; a hoard 
Hoſt, or hoaſt, to cough _ 
| Vocals: the deri 

How, a hollow or low ground; 

hollow - | 

Hoch-how ! hey dey! 
Horl, a ring of wood, iron, 
| WE: 

How! ho! | 
Howder t, hidden 
Howdie, a midwife 
Hove, to ſwell, to heave 
Hoyſe, to pull upwards 
Howk, to dig 

Howkit, dug 
Howms, plains, or river ſides 
Houſie, dimin. of houſe 
Hot! fie! 
Howtowdie, a young hen 
HFurdies, the loins, the crupper 
Hullockit, non compos men- 

tis: alſo merrily, or wan- 
tonly diſpoſed 

Humdrum, a ſour, ill · natured 
perſon: when one ſeems 
to be ill-natured and yet 


1 


ſays little, he is ſaid to 


be humdrum 

Humplock, a little riſing- 
ground 

Hurkle, to crouch, or bow 
together, like a cat, 
hedge-hog, or hare 

Hut, a hovel 

Huther, to work confuſedly 

Huthran, in confuſed haſte 


J 


FP, in, within 
Jabble, a large blunt needle ; : 
alſo a knife 
Jack, jacket 
Jad, jade, a wanton girl 


1 to TE as with a pin 

Jauk, to waſte one's time idly, 

dio trifle 

Jaw, a wave, or guſh of water 

Jaw, raillery, to converſe, to 
pour out 


Ice-ſhoggles, icicles 


Icker, an ear of corn 

Jee, to incline to one ſide. 

Jeſhe, a wig 

Jig, to crack, to make a noiſe 

EM cart wheel 

Jillet, a jilt i: 

Jimp, flender, ſtrait. 

Jink, to dodge, to turn ſud- 
denly from 'one place to 
another, when one is 
purſued *' . | 

Jinker, a gay, ſprightly gin, 
a wag 

Jirk, a jerk 

IIk, each 


| Itka, every 


Ingle, fire 

Ingine, genius 

Jo, ſweetheart _ 

Jockteleg, a kind of knife 

Jow, "IO with ſound as 
U 


Jowk, to bow, to ſtoop as if 


to avoid a blow, or to 
conceal one's ſelf 

Irie, fearful, terrified, as if a-· 
fraid of apparitions ; al- 
ſo melancholy, or ſad 

Pſe, I ſhall 

Ither, other, another 


Junt, a large joint, or piece of 


ment - 
Jute, jade; alſo ſour, or dead 
liquor 
Junnice, a joſtle, a blow 
Jupe, a juppon; alſo a wo- 
man's ſhort gown 
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* a puniſhment inflicted 


on delinquents, when 


they ſtand with an iron 
collar about their necks, 
which is faſtened into the 
wall 

Iybe, to mock, to taunt 


K 


' Kaber!. @ talkek 


Kale, or kail, colworts, akind 


of broth 

Kail-runt, the ſtalk of the 

| colewort 

Kacky, to dung 

Kain, part of a farmer's rent 
paid in fowls, &c. 

Kame, a comb 

Kannie, or canny, wary, 
one who manages aa af 
fair dextroully 

Keb, a blow 

Kebbuck, a cheeſe 

Keckle, to laugh, to be noiſy 

Kedgie, jovial | 

Keck, to peep, peep _ 

Kelpies, fabled apparitions, 
ſaid to haunt fords and 
ferries at night, and eſpe- 

cCially in time of a ſtorm 

Kemp, to ſtrive who ſhall 
perform moſt of the ſame 
work in the ſame time; 

_ a ſtrive 

Ken, to know; uſed often ASA 
noun in Engliſh, “ with- 
«in ken;” that is, in 


« view” 
Kent, a long ſtaff, ſuch as 
ſhepherds uſe for leaping 


Kepp, to catch a thing that is 
thrown; alſo to oppoſe 
the paſſage of any perſon, 
or * 
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Ket, a matted, hairy, 1 | 


of wool 
Keiſt, did caſt 
Kickie, proud, ſaucy 
Kilt, to tuck up. 
Kilted, tucked up 
Kimmer, a female goſſip 
Kin, kindred 


Kin', kind 


Kink, a fit of coughing 

Kipple, to faſten together 

Kira, the harveſt-ſupper, a 
churn; to churn _ 

Kirſtal, cryſtal 

Kirtle, an upper petticoat 

Kiſt, a cheſt, coffin 

Tisches all forts of eatables 
except bread | 

Kirſen, to chriſten 

Kitt, a number; as, „“ the 

„ hale kitt“ Fed, 
Kitt, a bawdy-houſe 
Kittlin, a young cat 


Kittle, myſterious, difficult, 


applied to writings 
Kittle, to tickle, tickliſh 


Knabbie, well to live, in good 


circumſtances 
Knacky, witty, facetious 
Knoit, to buffet, or beat 
Knock, a clock 
Knoos'd, bruifed and beat 


Knooſt, or knuiſt, a lags. 


lump 
Know, a hillock 
Kuublock, a knob 
Kauckles, the joints of the 
fingers next the back of 


the hand 


Koom, ſoot, to bedaub with 


ſoot | | 
Kow, a goblin — See Cowe 
Kye, cows, or kine 
m_—__ - belly 
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Kythe, to appear, to make a 
diſcovery of one's lf 


L 


Lab, a certain manner of 
throwing a ſtone, &c. 
alſo to walk in a long, 
ſwinging ſtep 

Laggen, the angle between 
the ſide and bottom of a 
wooden diſh 


. 
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Laggett, beſpattered, covered 


with clay 

Laigh, low | 

Laddie, dimz7i. of lad 

Lair, the dirt of the ſtreet or 
highway; to wade thro' 
mire, or ſtick faſt in it 

Laith, loth 

Laithfu'; baſhful, modeſt 

Laits, manners, behaviour 

Lak, or lack, to undervalue 

Lallan, Lowiandiſh 

Lammie, or lambie, dimin. of 
lamb 

Lamp, to run, raking long 
ſteps 

Landart, ruſtic 

Lane, alone my lane, by 
myſelf | 

Lanely, lonely ; 

Langour, melancholy, ſadneſs 

Langkail, coleworts uncut 

Lap, did leap 

Lappert, curdled, or clotted, 
loppered 


Lare, a place for lying, or 


that has been lain in 
Lave, the reſt, the remainder, 
the others | 
Lavrock, a Jark 
Lawty, or-latith, juſtice, ho- 
neſty, aden 


S8 A 1 T. f 
Lawin, a tavern-reckaning 


Lea', to leave 


Leal, true, honeſt loyal faiths 
| ful to truſt 

Lear, pron. lait, learning 
Lee-lang, live- long 


Lee, untilled ground; alſo 


an open, graſſy plain 


| Leepit, parboiled 


Leiſh, laſh 
Lieſh, Lizie, Elizabeth 


| Leglen, a milking pail, with 


one lug or handle 

Leman, a kept miſtreſs _ 
Lends, the loins, buttocks 
Leuk, a look, to look 
Leugh, laughed 

w-warm, luke warm 
Lib, to geld 
Libbit, gelded _- 
Libber, a lobberly ſello w 
Lick, to whip, or beat 
Licks, correction 


Lied, did tell a lie 


Lift, the ſky, or firmament | 

Ligg, to lie 

Liggin, lyin 

Lisbely, FE 

Lills, the holes of a wind -- in- 
ſtrument of muſic 

Lilt, a tune, to fing 

Limmet, a ſtrumpet 

Limms, the limbs 

Limp, to halt 

Linn, a water-fall 

Lint, flax Linti the bell, 
flax in the flower 

Ling, to walk quick with a 
long ſtep, to galiop 

Link, to friſk along | 

Linkan, friſking, or tripping 

Lintie, or lintwhite, a linnet 

Lippie, a certain dry meaſure, 
the fourth part of a peck 


44 bot port: ny nt [am — — — .. .. . EEE 


8 


% 4. he ba. 


0 LOSS a A 6 
Maiſiy, moſtly 


Lire, or luire, the breaſt; al- 
ſo the air and complexion 
Lirk, a fold, or wrinkle 
Liſk, the flank if 
Lith, a joint 
Loan, a milking place 
Loch, a lake | 
Lockintee! O! ſtrange! 
Loof, the hollow of the hand 
or rather the fore-part of 
the hand when ſtretched 
out | 
Looms, tools, inſtruments 
Looves, the plural of loof 
Loot, did let, allowed 
Lounder, a ſound blow 
Lout, to ſtoop 


Low, a flame, to flame 


Lowan, flaming 

Lown, rogue, villain, whore 

Lowne, calm, not windy 

Lowſe, to looſe 

Luck, to ſhut up, faſten, en- 
cloſe. Hence -Lucken- 
handed, cloſe-fiſted a 

Luckie, grandmother 

Lug, the ear, the handle of a 
pot, or veſſel 

Luggie, a wooden diſh, with 
a handle 

Lum, the chimney. 

Lure, rather 

Lunt, ſmoke, to ſmoke 

Lyart, gray-haired, hoary - 

Lythocks, a mixture of meal 
and cold water ſtirred to- 
gether over the fire till 


—they boil; ; applied & to tu- 
mours | 
Mae, more 


Mae, the cry of a lamb 
Maiſt, moſt, almoſt 


Maik, to mate 
Mailen, a farm 
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Magil, to — rfl 
equal 


Mak', ta make 

Mak'ly, ſeemly, well-propore 
tioned 

Makſna, it is no matter 


Maliſon, a curſe, ales 


Malie, Molly 


ang, among 


Mangit, galled, or bruiſed 


with toil or ſtripes. 
Mank, a want 
Mant, a ſtammer inthe ſpeech 
Mantan, ſtammering 
Manteele, a mantle 
Marb, the marrow 
March; merch, a land-mark 
Marrow, mate, fellow, equal, 
comrade 
Marvaf, marble 
Maſhlum, mixed grain 
Maſk, to maſh, in brewing 
Maukin, a bare 
Maun, muſt 
Maunna, muſt not 


Mauner, to talk ſilly, or con- 


fuſed, to ſpeak nonſenſe 
Meere, a mare | 


Meikle, much, big, great, 


larg 
Meith, a limit, a mark, a gn, z 


Melvie, to ſoil with meal 


Men', to mend, amend 
Mends, ſatisfaQtion, retalia- 


tion 
Menſe, difcretion, good man- 
ners 
Menſefu', mannerly 
Menſeleſs, ill-bred, impru- 
dent 
Menzie, any company, a 


crowd, one's ſollowers 
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Men, a little dog 

Middin, a dunghill 

Middlens, moderation —mid- 
dlens ⁊ueel, pretty well 

Midges, gnats, little flies 

Milk, 

Mill, to ſteal 

Mill, a ſouff-box 

Milcie, a ſearce, or hair-ſieve 

Mim, affectedly modeſt 


- Minnie, mother, dam 


Mint, aim, to endeavour 
Mirk, dark 


Miſlcar' t, miſchievous, un- 


mannerly 

Miſca', to nickname, to abuſe 

Miſca'd, nicknamed 

M iſchance, misfortune 

Miſhanter, misfortune, dan- 

| gere to the miſbanter, 

| go to the devil 

Miſken, to neglect, not to 
take notice of one; alſo 
to let alone 

Miſluſhious, rough, malicious, 
ill-natured 

Miſters, wants, neceſſities 

Miſteuk, miſtook 

Mither, ' mother 

Mittans, woollen gloves 

Mony, many 

Mool, the earth of a grave 

Moop, to nibble as a ſheep 

Moorlan, of or belonging to 

| moors 

Mottie, full of motes 

Mou”, the mouth 

Mow, to kiſs 

Mow, a heap, as of fuel, hay, 
ſheaves of grain, &c. 

Mows, jeſts 


Muckle, much, great—Vide 


Aeikle 
Murgullied, miſmanaged, a- 
buſed 


Muirburn, a conteſt, diſpute 

Muſie, dimin. of Muſe 

Muſlin-kail, broth compoſed 
ſimply of water, ſhelled 
barley, and greens 


Mutch, a coif, head-dreſs for 


women 
Mutchkin, an Engliſh pint 
Myſel', myſelf, by myſelf 


N 


Na, no, not, nor | 
Nacky, or knacky, clever, ac 
tive in ſmall affairs, wit- 


ty; alſo a loaf of prong 


Nae, no, none 
Naithing, nothing 


Naig, a horſe . 


Nane, none 

Nappie, a wooden dim 
Neebor, neighbour 

Neeſe, the noſe, to ſneeze 


Neffu', a handful. 


Neglecket, neglected 
Nettle, to fret, or vex 
Neuk, nook, or corner 


Nevel, a SRO with the fiſt or 


the elbow 

Newfangle, fond of a thing 

Nibbit, two pieces of oatmeal 
bread ſpread over with 
butter, and laid face to 
Face: 

Nick, to bite, or Ghent 

Nicket, cheated 

Nieſt, net 

Nieve, S 

Nievefu', vide Neu 

Niffer, to exchange 

Niffnaffan, trifling 

Niger, a negro - 

Nignays, trifles . 

Nips, bits 


I 
I 
E 
F 
F 
3 
F 
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Nither, to ſtraiten 

Nither't, hungered 

Nock, notch, or neck of an 
arrow or ſpindle , 

Nock, a clock -V ide Kneck 

Nouther, neither 

Nowt, black cattle 

Nuckle, new-calved 


0 
O', of | 
Oe, a grandchild 
Onie, or ony, any 


Or, is uſed ſometimes far.e ere, 
or day, before day-break 


Ora, too much, any thing o- 


ver what is needful 

Orp, to weep with a convul- 
five pant 

O'r, abat-- 

Oughtlens, in the leaſt | 

Owk, a week | 

Owrie, drooping, ſad like 
melancholy 

Owre, over; as, a' ores is 
vice 

Owrlay, a cravat 

Owtſen, oxen 

Owther, either 

Oxter, the arm-pit 


* 


Pack, familiar, intimate; 12 
ſtones of wool 
Paddock, a frog 


Paddock-ride, the ſpawn of | 


frogs 
Paik, to belabour one ſoundly 
Paiks, chaſtiſement 
Painch, paunch 
Palaver, nonſenſe, to meddle 
with one fooliſhly, to jeſt 
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Pang, to fill, to ſqueeze one 
thing into another, to 
preſs, or pack 


Partle, to work idly, totrouble | 


Paſh, the head 
Pates, the ſteps at the copies 
of the roofs in houſes for 
the eaſter climbing to the 


top 
Parritch, a well known ——_ 
jt Scotland | 
Pat, did 
Pauky, 0 1 
Pech, or 
Pegh, to pant 


Pechan, the crop, the ſtomach 
Peerie, to purl 

Peerie, a boy's ſpinning top 
Penſie, proud, conceited 
Perquire, by heart 


Pet, a favourite, a bonding 


Pet, a domeſtic ſheep 

Pettle, to fondle, dandle, or 
flatter 

Pettles, the feet 

Phraiſe, fair ſpeaking, flattery ' 

Pibroughs, Highland tunes 


Pick, often is uſed to ſignify 


a perſon's meat 


Pick, pitch 


Pickle, a ſmall quantity 

Pier, a quay or wharf 

Pig, an earthen pitcher 
Pike, to pick out, to ſcratch 


' Pile, a grain of any thing 


Pimpin, mean, low-lifed 

Pine, pain, trouble 

Pingle, trouble, to trouble, 
conteſt, ſtrive 


Pirn, the quill within the 


ſhuttle that holds the 

woot | 
Pirnie (cloth) web of unequal 

threads, coarſe and fine 
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Pit, to put, place 
Pith, ſtrength, force | 
Plack, two - dles, or the third 
part of a penny Engliſh 
Pliſkie, a trick 8 : | S x 
Plow, a plough 
Pople or paple, the bubling, 
purling, or boiling up of 
Water 4 
Poon, to poind 
Poortith, poverty | 
Pou't, did pull, pulled 
Pouch, a pocket 
Pouk, to pluck 
Pouree, a cream pat 
Pout, a chicken 
Pouſe, to puſh 
Pouſſie, a cat 
Pou, the head 
Pownie, a little horſe 
Pratick, practice, art 
Pratts, tricks, rogueries 
Preen, a pin 
Prent, print 3 
Pricks, tools made ufe of by 
onnetmakers | 
Pridefu', proud, faucy 
Prig, to cheapen, to impor- 
tune for a lower price of 
goods one is buying 
Prie, to taſte 
Prief, proof 
Prieve, to prove or taſte 
Primſie, demure, preciſe 


Propine, a preſent, a gift 
Propone, to lay down, to pro- 
{ 


— | 
88 to fill, or ſtuff 
Pu', to pull or pluck 
Pultrous, luſtful, lafcivious 
'Pund, a pound, pounds 
Pyat, a magpie 


, % : 
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Quaite, quiet 
Quauk, to quake | 
Quat, to give over, to quit 


Quairny, in ſmall particles, 2g 


falt, &c. 
Quey, a young cow 


i 


Racklefs, careleſs 
Rae, a roe + 
Raffan, merry, hearty 
Raipe, a rope 8 


Raird, a loud ſound 
Raible, to tak nonſenſe 
Rake, a miſt, fogg | 
Rampage, to rage, ſtorm 
Rane, a round, a rote 


Rantletree, a croſs piece of | 


wood fixed in the chim- 
neys of country houſes, 
for hanging any thing o- 


ver the fire 


Raucle, raſh, Rourle-handhd, 


. careleſs 
Ratton, a rat 


| Raw, a row 


Raught, reached 
Rave, did rive or tear 
Rax, to ſtretch 


Proove, to prove, make good Rax't, reached 


Ream, cream | 
Reaman, foaminy, frothy 
REAR WwrnD 7 
Redd, to unravel, to rid 


Rede, counſel, advice, to ad- 


viſe 
Red-wud, ſtark- mad 
Ree, half drunk 
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Reck, to heed 

Reek, reach 

Reek, ſmoke 

Reeſt, to dry in the ſmoke 


Reeſt, to ſtand reſtive _ 

Reft, robbed, torn 

Reif, rapine, or robbery 

Reik, or Rink, the courſe of 
the ſtone in curling on 
the ice 

Remead, remedy 

Rever, a robber 

Rewk, pity | 

Rice, or riſe, the ſmall con 
of trees 

Rife 


Ryfe 
Rift, to belch | 

Rig, a ridge 

Rig-an'-fur, ribbed ſtockings 


Riggin, the back, or rig-back,. 
the top or ridge of a 


houſe 3 
Rigglin, a ridgling, the ma 
* any animal that has 
but one ſtone. 


Rin, to run, to melt, Rinnin, 


runnin 
Rip, a handful of unthreſhed 
corn 
Ripples, 1 in the back 
and reins 
Rock, a diſtaff 
Rooſe, or 2 to flatter, com- 
Ruſe, mend, praiſe 
Roon, a ſhred, a remnant 
Roove, to rivet _ 
Roun', round, in the neigh- 
bourhood 


Roundel, a witty, and often 


ſatyric kind of rhime 
Roupet, boarſe, as in a cold 
Rowan, rolling 
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12 to roll, warp 
ow't, roll'd, wrapped 
wt, roar, the lowing of 

bulls and cows 

Rowth, plenty 

Razer, ; roſin | 

Ruck, a rick of bar 


Rude, the red taint of the 


complexion 
Ruefu' „ doleful, miſerable, 
 _ unhappy 
Rug, to tug, pull haſtily, to 
tear 
nn to ſtir about. to rum- 
i 
Rumple, the rump 


Rung, a knotty, or unweildy | 


| ſtick | 

Runkle, a wrinkle, a fold in 

'- cloth 

Runk't, wrinkled 

Runkle, to ruffle 

Runt, the ſtalk of cabbages 
or coleworts 

Rype, to ſeareh, . „ 


pouches 
8 
8, is 
Sabiens, ſeeing it ĩs ſo 


Sae, ſo 
Saft, ſoft 


Sain'd bleſſed 


Sair, ſore 
Sair, to ſerve 
Sal, or ? ſhall, as gad for 
Sall ſhould 


Sand-blind, pur dlind, ſhort- 


ſighted 
Sar, ſavour, or ſmell 
Sark, a ſhirt 
Sarkin, coarſe linen 
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Sen, to ſend 
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Saugh, a willow, or fallow 


Saughran, lifeleſs, inactive, 


ſauntering 


Saut, ſalt, /auter, falted 


Saumont, a ſalmon 


Saw, an old ſaying, or prover- 
'bial expreſſion 


Saw, to ſow 


Saw, ſalve, plaiſter 

Scar, to ſcare | | 

Scar, the bare places on the 
ſides of hills, waſhen 
down with rain 

Scart, to ſcratch 

Scaud, to ſcald 

Scaur, apt to be ſcared 

Scauld, to ſcold © 

Scaul, a ſcold 


Scawp, a bare piece of dry 


ſtony ground 

Scone, a ſort of bread uſed by 
country people 

Score, to notch, the goal i in 
racing. 

Scouth, room, freedom, caſe 


| Scowther, to burn, as in the 


toaſting of bread, to ſinge 
Scraigh, to cry as a hen, &c, 
Scrimp, parſimonious, ſcanty, 
to ſcant, ſtraiten 
Scroggs, thorns, ſhrubs, bri- 
ars, &. 


| Scroggie, thornie, &c. 


Scuds, ale 

Scunner, to lothe, deteſt, a 
lothing 

Seenle, ſeldom 


Segg, to ſet the teeth on edge 


Seggans, the blue and yellow 
water flowers de luce 


Seb, 
Sell, : felt 


Servan', ſervant 


| Shaird, a A 


Shaw, to ſhew; CRY or 


Sidelins, ſidelong 


| Skaith, damage 
Skeigh, Kittiſh, full of ſpirit 


SARY. 
Sey, to try 
Seyal, trial 


Shan, Pitiful, filly 
Sharn, cow's dung 
Shaver, a droll wag 


foreſt 
Shawl, ſhallow 
Shawps, empty huſks 
Sheen, clear, ſhini | 
Shill, chill, ſhrill, that hath 2 
5 clear ſound | 
heugh, a ditch, a ga 
Shire: e clear, thin : 15 
Shirey, proud, conceited 
Shog, to ſhake backwards and 
FO forwards, a Hoek | 
ogog, a bog, a uagmire 
Shog! Thane SH 8 
Shoon, ſhoes 8 
Shore, to threaten 8 
Shouther, ſhoulder 
Show, to ſwing. — 8 
Shuttle, a drawer _ 9 
Sib, a-kin; to mat fib, to 8 
make free bl 
Siccen, daa 
Sicken, 
Sicker, firm, ſteady, ſecure 
Sike, a ſink, a drain, a ſmall 
tun of water 


Siller, ſilver, money 

Sin”, fince , = 
Sin, a ſon, the ſun 8 
Sinſyne, ſince that time 
Skail, to ſcatter | 
Skair, to ſhare, a ſhare 
Skate, a little worth perſon 
Scaith, 2 harm, danger, to 


to 


| E 1 O 8 
Skelf, ſhelf, a ſlice, ſplinter 
Skellie, to ſkew, {quint-eyed 


Skelp, to flap or ſtrike, to walk 


ſmartly, or run a 
Skelpie, a little worth perſon 
Skiff, to move ſmoothly 
Skink, a kind of broth—to fill 
. Hquor out of one veſſel 

into another repeatedly, 

as if to mix. 
Skirl, to ſhriek, to cry 
Skirlan, crying ae an in- 

fant 

Sklaite, ſlate 
Sklentin, flanting 
Skowrie, tattered, naſty, 11 
Skreed, a rent, to rent 


Skyte, tofly againſt any thing, 


to ſtrike 
Slade, or flaid, did flide _ 
Slae, a floe | 
Slap, a gap, à breach in a 


edge 
Slaw, low * 
Slee, f. | 
Sleek, Lecoorh 
Stap, to ſtop 
Staumrel, fooliſh 
Staw, did ſteal, to ſurfeĩt 
Stech, to cram 
Stech't, crammed, filled 
Steek, to ſhut, to cloſe 
Steer to ſtir, to trouble 
Steeve, firm 


Stell, a ſtill, to diftil 


Sten', 0 move haſtily, to 

Stend, & rear ey as a horſe 

Stents; dues 

dtey, ſteep 

Stibble, ſtubble 

Stilt, a crutch, to halt, to limp 

Stimpart, the fourth part of a 
peck 

Stipend, a benefice 
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Stirkz a young cow, or bullock 


Stock, a plant of cabbage, or 


cole wort 
Stoor, 2 hoarſe, rough ſound- 
Sture, ing 
Stou, to cut, or crop 
Stou, a ſhred, a large piece 
Stoun, to ſavart | 
Stoup, 5 a kind of jug with a 
Stowp handle 
ant : dry duſt agitated by 
Stowre, wind, &c. 
Stowins, ſmall cuttings taken 
from young greens 
Stown, ſtollen 
Stownlins, by ſtealth 


| Stowth, ſtealth 


Strack, did itrike 
Strae, ſtraw 
Straik, to ſtroke 


Stramulleugh, croſs, ill na- 


tured, four | 


Strappan, Yall, clever, hand- 


ſome 
Strath, a valley; a plain on a 
ri ver- ſide 


Straught, ſtraight 
Streek, to ſtretch - 


Streekan, ſtretehing 

Striddle, to ſtride | 

Strinkle, to ſprinkle, or ſtraw 

Stroan, to ſpout, to piſs 

Stroot, . 

Serve; $ drunk 

Strunt, a pet; fo tal the 
Arunt, to be out of humour 

Strunt, ſpititous' liquors of 

any kind; to walk iturdily 
Studdy, an anvil - 
Stuff, corn, or pulſe of any 
kind 

Stumpie, ſtout, thick, 

Stuppie, a wooden veflel for 

carrying water 
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Sturt, trouble, to moleſt 


Stym, a blink, or little light 


of any thing 
Sucker, ſugar 


Suddle, to ſully, or defile 


Sumph, blockhead 

Sunkan, ſullen, Wut ill na- 
tured 

Sunkots, ſomething 

Sunks, a kind of pad uſed in 
place of a ſaddle 


Swak, to throw, to caſt with 


| force 

Swack, to drink deep, or with 

| haſte 

Swaird, ſward 

Swall, to ſwell 

Swamp, lender 

Swank, jolly, ſtately 

Swankie, a clever, young fel- 
low 


Swap, to exchange, an ex- 


change 

Swarf, to ſwoon away 

Swaſh, fuddled 

Swatch, a pattern 

Swats, mall ale 

Swecht, burden, weight, force 

Sweer, 

Sweert 

Sweeties, confections 

Swelt, ſuffocated 

Swinge, to beat, to whip 

Swingin, beating 

Swingin, hearty, large, big 

Swith, make haſte, begone 

Swither, to heſitate, to be 
doubtful whether to do 
this or that 

Swoor, ſwore 

Syllup, a ſyllable 

Syne, after that, then 


averſe, ſlow 


1 
Tae, a toe 
Tackel, tackle 
Taid, a toad 
Tailie, a lunch of beef | 
Tait, a ſmall quantity of any 
thing 
Tak', to take 
Tangle, a fea-weed. 
Tap, the top 
Tape, to ſpare 


Tapetleſs, heedleſs 


Tapſalteerie, topſy-turvy 
Tarrie, a terrier- dog 
Tarrow, to diſlike 
Tartan, a crofs-ſtriped cloth; 
the Highland plaid 
Taſs, a little dram cup 


Tauk, to talk 


Taupie, a fooliſh, of childiſh 
young perſon 

Tauted, } ſpoken of hair or 4wosl, 

Tautie, matted together 

Tavert, fooliſh, half-witted 

Tawie, that allows itſelf peace - 
ably to be handled 

Tawties, potatoes 

Taz, a whip, ſcourge 

Ted, to ſcatter, to ſpread 

Teen, 

Tynd, 

Teet, to peep out 

Tent, a field-pulpit ; care, 
heed, to take care of 

Tentie, carefal 

Tentleſs, careleſs 

Teugh, tough 

Thack, thatch 


anger, rage, ſorrow 


Thae, thoſe 


Tharms, ſmall tripes; fiddle- 
ſtrings, &c. | 
Theek, to thatch 
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Theeker, a thatcher 

Thegither, together 

Thick, very familiar 

1 hievleſs, cold, angry, indif- 
erent 

Thig, to borrow, to beg 


Thir, theſe—uſed only when ob- 


jects are near 
Thirl, to thrill 
Thole, to endure, to ſuffer 
Thow, a thaw, to thaw _ 
Thowleſs, inactive, filly, lazy 
Thraſhes, ruſhes 
Thrawart, croſs, crabbed 
Thrawn, angered, twiſted, 
ſprained 


Threep, to urge, to maintain 


by conſtant aſſertion 
Thretteen, thirteen 


Thrimmle, to preſs through 


with difficulty 


Thud, the intermitting ſound 


of wind, a ſtorm, a blow 

Tid, humour, time 

Tift, good order, health 

Till't, to it 

Timmer, timber 

Tine, to loſe 

Tinkler, a tinker 

Tint, loſt | 

Tidy © ale at two-pence a 

Tippany, bottle 

Tippence, two-pence 

Tirl, 

Tir, & to uncover, to tap 

Tittle, to Whiſper 

Tittlin, whiſpering 

Titty, filter 

Tocher, dowry, portion. 

Tod, a fox ; 

Fodle, the motion a child 
makes when walking, to 
rock, metaph. the wim= 
pling glide of a ſmall 
ſtream 


Todlan, rocking, wimpling 

1 Fro fight; a fight 

Toom, empty; to empty 

Joop, a ram 

"Toſh, tight, clean 

Tolie, warm, pleaſant, half - 
fuddled 

To the for, alive, remaining 

Tout, a ſound ; to toot 

Tow, a rope 

Towmont, a twelvemonth 

_ Towne, rough, ſhaggy _ 

Towzle, to teeze, to diſhevel 
the hair 

Toy, an ancient female head- 
dreſs 

Toyte, to totter, like old peo- 

le | 

Trace, an entry 

Tranſmugrify't, 
phoſed, entirely altered 

Frantlums, old, or uſeleſs 
tools, or ware 


Fraſytrie, traſh 


Trewan, a trowel 


Trews, : hoſe and breeches 


Trewſers, all of a piece 
Trig, neat, handſome 


Trimly, conveniently, pro- 


perly 
Troke, exchange, an exchange 


Tro, to truſt, believe 
Trowth, truth; a petty oath. 


Truf, to ſteal 
Trugs, truth; a petty oath 


Tryſt, appointment, aſſigna- 


tion 
Tummle, to tumble 
Tummle the wilcat, to tum- 
ble heels over head 


Tumple, to roll over, to tum 


ble 
Tures, turls 


metamor- 
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Twa, two 

»Twad, it would 

Twaſome, two together 
Twa-three, : two, or three; 
'Twa'rthree, a few 

'Twal, twelve 

Twalpenaies, one penny 
Twin, to part, or part with 
Twille, to twiſt, fold 


Twitch, touch, joltant of time 


Twinters, ſheep of two years 
old 


Tycken, a kind of checkered 


cloth uſed for pillow- ſlips 
Tydie, plump, fat, lucky 
Tyke, a dog | 
Tyſte, to ſtir up, to entice 


U 
Uge, to deteſt, to nauſeate 
Ugſome, hateful 


Umwhile, 2 dead ſome time 
Unquhile, ago; of old 


Unca, ſtrange, very, very great 


Uncos, news 
Undiemous, intolerable 
Undocht, 

Wandocht, 5 GY, en 
Uneith, difficult 


| Unhaunty, unwieldy, over- 
large; a very fat perſon i 16 


called unhaunty 
Ungear't, gelded, naked, un- 

harneſſed 
Unkent, unknown 
Ur ko, vide Unco 
Unlooſome, . 
Upo', upon 


V 


Vap'rin, yapourivg 
Vera, very 
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Virls, rings round the ends of 
ſome muſical inftry- 
ments, &c. 

Vow ! vah! ſurprizing q 


Vw? proud, ſaucy 
| W 

Wa', wall 

Wab, web 


Wahſter, a LEO, a weaver 


Wad, would 


Wad, ) a pledge; to pledge; 
Wes Be | J 
Wadna, would not 


Wae, woe, ſorrow, ſorrowful 


Waefu', woful | 

Waeſuck ! wo is me alas? 

Waff, little worth; wander- 
ing by itfelf - 

Waft, woof 

Wair, to expend 

Wak, moiſt, wet 

Wale, to pick, chuſe ; choice 

Wallop, to leap, to caper 

Wally, large, beautiful, 
plump; alſo an inter- 
jection of diſtreſs 

Wame, womb, the belly — 

MWameſu, a bellyful 
Wine unlucky 


Wangracefu', wicked, grace- 


leſs 
Wanreſtfu', reſtleſs 


War, worſe 


Wark, work | 
Warklumes,tools to workwith 
War], 


Wa fld, world, 
Vai . 
Warden a wizard 


Warly, parſimonious : 
Warran, a warrant 
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Whid, to fly haſtily; a lie 
. Whiddan, lying, running 
Whigmeleeries, N fan- 


Watſe, worſe 

Warſlle, to wreſtle 

Warth, an apparition 

Waſtrie, profuſion, prodiga- 
lity 

wo 5 to wot, key: 

Wat, wet | 

Wauble, to ſwing, to o reel 


Waught, a large draught 


Wauxk, to wal 

Wauken, to awake 
Waukit, walked 

Waukit, thickened (cloth) 
Waumle, to wamble 
Waur, 


War, worſt ; to overcome 


"Wal: little 


Wean, 3 
Weanie, ba child 
Weaſon, weaſand 
Weel, well 


| Weelfare, welfare 


Weelfar't, well-favoured 


Ween, thought, ſuppoſed _ | 


Weer, to ſtop q 

Weir, war 

Weird, fate, deſtiny 

Weit, 

Weet, SLE 

Werſh, taſteleſs, without ſalt 
We'ſe, we ſhall 

Wha, who 

Whalp, a whelp 


Whang, thong; a lunch; to 


= beat 

ha's, £ 

Whaſe, I whoſe 

Whatreck, yet, nevertheleſs 

Whauk, to beat 

Wheen, a number 

Wheep, to whip, or beat—— 
Penny wheep, ſmall beer 

Wheezle, to-wheeze 
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Whilk, which 
Wr, to cheat 
Wb. ywha, a cheat 


Wbingein, whining 
Whins, furze 


Whipple, to whiltte | 
W hirlig gig, a Wheel 


Whiſht! huſh! hold your 
| eace | 
Whiſk, to laſh, to whip 


Whilk, to trull out haſtily 
Whittrat, a weaſle 

be ery : overturned 
WY, with 


Wight, ſtout, clever; a perſon 
| Wikcas, a wild-cat | 


Wiwmle, a wimble - 

Wimplan, ſuch a motion in a 
ſtream as is made by a 
wimple or flag, waving 

40 : to reſide, dwell 

Win, to winnow 

Win', wind, wins, winds 

Winkan, winking 

Winna, will not 

Winnock, a window 

Winſome, winning, agreea- 
eble, large 


Wintle, to reel, ſtagger 


Winze, an oath | 

Wirrieu, a bugbear 

Wiſe, to incline, to adviſe 

Wiſent, parched, withered, 
wrinkled 


Wiſs, to with 


Wiſtle, to exchange (money) 
Witherſhins, croſs motion, a- 
gainſt the ſun 


V 


. Wonner, a wonder Year, years 
Woo, 2 ol | Yed, to contend, to wrangle 
Oo, | 3 Yell, 995 that gives no 
Wooy, 2 3 mil 
Ooy, 5 e Yeldren, a yellow hammer 
Woody, the gallows (bird) 

Wordy, worthy Vere, 2 to laſh, jerk; to do 
Wreaths, (of ſnow) heaps of Yerk, any thing cleverly 
it drifted together | Tela yeſterday | 

Wud, mad Yeſk, the hiccup 
Wyliecoat, a flannel veſt or Yett, gate 7 
nightgown pri yeſternight 
ts to blame; ; blame Fill, 
Yird, 4 . 
Y Youdith, youthfulneſs 


' Yowden, wearied 
Yamph Yowe, a ewe 
Vouf, 5 n like awhelp Yowie, ens. of yowe 
Yap, hungry You, a ſwinging blow | 
Yarp, to whine, to murmur Tube, the itch | 
Yeallow, yea wilt thou Yule, Chriſtmas 
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' Containing moſt of the common, or Provincial 
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COME» „ my Fair, the e enin's clear 
Phoebus douks him i' the main: 
Luna's low, wi' laughan leer, 
Skinkles on the Simmer Plain 
Let us dauner owre the mead, 
Let us wank, an' kiſs, an' play; 
Flora's bloomie apron tread : 
Come, my Laſſie, let's away. 


* 
Biz'neſs, in his mantle row't, 
Lea's the dwellin' o- the Swain, 

Late the Lover kiſs't an vow't; 

Let him kiſs and vow again. 
At this ſilent gloamin' hour, 

Let us, linket han' in han', 
Tend our wauk to yonder Bower: 
Wha cou'd Nature's ca withſtan' 2 
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N. B. Moſt of the Sowos, &c. are ono. and 
all of them the Author's. ; 


The Wark will be put to the Preſs as ſoon as there 


z a ſufficient Number of Subſcribers to defray the 
| Expences of Publication. 


Subſcribers for beanie Copies, ſhall have © one gratis, | 


| SUBSCRIPTIONS taken in by J. Nellsox, Printer, 


at whoſe Shop, near the Swe my be ſcen Pro- 
3 at large. | 
oF ——— — 
EX R * 


. 


Pages. Lines. 

19, 11. For Willie, read Jamie. 

31, 19. For to, read b. 
35, 8. For exportation, read oxportations. 
57, 19. For you, read ye. 3 
59, 26. For ronntree, read rountree. 7 
69, -  4- For late-telling, read tale-telling. 

101, 20. In ſome copies, for draw, read drave. | 


128, 11. For in crowd, read in a crowd. 
| 191, 28. For her, read his. . | 
201, 14. For Peruvian, read Ceylonian. 


| To THE SUBSCRIBERS. 

It is hoped that the ſmall Encouragement the Au- 
thor has met with, in his firſt Attempt to pleaſe, will 
excuſe the Want of a Frontiſpiece. | 


